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TALBOT    HALL 


CHAPTEE  I. 


We  must  leave  Lydia  and  Charley  by  the  old 
man's  bed  side,  and  follow  Mrs.  Talbot,  who, 
immediately  on  returning  home,  ordered  her 
carriage,  and  drove  to  the  Nunnery.  The  first 
person  she  met  was  Lucy,  who,  throwing  her- 
self into  her  mother's  arms,  entreated,  while 
clinging  to  Mrs.  Talbot's  neck,  to  be  allowed 
to  return  with  her. 

"  I  know  something  has  happened  to  Mr. 
Hervey,   mama,  and  that  is  the  reason  I  am 

VOL.  n.  B 
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kept    here.      Oh,    tell  me    the   truth — is  he 
dead  ?" 

Mrs.  Talbot  pressed  her  daughter  to  her 
heart,  gazing  with  feelings  of  intense  pain  on 
that  changed  face  she  had  left  so  blooming  and 
beautiful. 

"  You  shall  return  with  me,  love." 
*'  Dearest  mama,"    sobbed     Lucy   clinging 
closer  to  her. 

As  Lucy  and  her  mother  returned  home  they 
spoke  but  little,  each  was  deeply  buried  in  her 
own  reflections.  On  reaching  the  approach  to 
Talbot  Hall,  they  found  Mr.  Butterworth 
anxiously  awaiting  the  carriage. 

Looking  mysteriously  at  Mrs.  Talbot,  then 
on  the  daughter,  he  said — 

''  Mr.  Hervey  heard  and  knew  your  voice, 
and  has  enquired  repeatedly  for  you — he  is — " 
looking  to  Mrs.  Talbot  he  paused  in  uncer- 
tainty. 

'^  Lucy,"  said  her  mother,  "  our  guest  has 
been  unwell." 
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"  Dangerously  ill,  mama  ?" 

**Do  not  sigh,  Miss  Rodney ^"^  put  in  Mr. 
Butter  worth,  using  another  name,  and  sympa- 
thising with  Lucy,  ^^  he  is  much  better,  this 
morning  he  enquired  for  you  all,'^  looking 
meaningly  at  Lucy,  "  and  is  most  desirous  to 
hear  how  Mrs.  Talbot  found  Captain  Eod- 
ney." 

"  My  hurried  return,  and  the  uneasiness  in 
my  mind,  must  plead  for  me.  I  am  sorry  to 
have  to  acknowledge  that  Miss  Eodney's  dis- 
tress, for  the  time,  had  escaped  my  recollection, 
her  father  had  left  his  lodgings,  but  when  I 
took  leave,  he  had  returned  to  her.'^ 

^^  Mr.  Hervey,"  stammered  Mr.  Butterworth, 
reddening,  '-'-  will  be  very  much  concerned. 
May  1  tell  him  that  8lie  was  well  ?'' 

'*  Suffering  from  distress  of  mind  only — add 
that  I  left  Charles  with  her." 

^*  Miss  Eodney  is  a  very  devout  young  lady, 
her  religious  turn  of  thought  will  soothe  her 
B  2 
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worldly  sorrows.  Alas  !  we  are  all  tried  by 
adversity." 

^^  Too  true,"  replied  Mrs.  Talbot,  sorrowfully. 

Lucy  sigbed— Mr.  Butterwortb  seemed  mucb 
dejected. 

Talbot  Hall  was,  that  day,  a  bouse  of  sorrows 
and  sighs. 

When  Lucy  beard,  some  hours  later,  that 
Ilervey  bad  been  removed  to  her  room,  as 
being  more  cheerful  than  bis  own,  she  sat 
thinking  as  evening  deepened,  if  it  was  possible 
to  get  a  glimpse  of  him,  and  judge  for  herself 
the  nature  of  his  illness.  Many  a  girlish  plan 
came  into  her  bead,  but  pride  rejected  them ; 
at  last  it  struck  her  that  she  might  boldly 
enter,  as  if  acting  from  habit ;  and  if  he  slept, 
obtain  that  long  wished  for  look,  if  not,  (she 
gazed  at  the  glass,  and  drawing  up  in  dignified 
surprise,)  thought  it  would  be  easy  to  assume 
amaze  and  instantly  retire. 

But  when  Lucy  reached  the  apartment,  her 
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heart  rebelled,  it  would  not  carry  her  through 
the  deceit.  With  girlish  timidity  she  intro- 
duced her  crimsoning  face  at  the  unclosed 
door,  and  listened  till  her  cheek  grew  pale, 
then  stole  back  to  look  out  of  the  window  on 
the  landing.  Her  mother  and  Mr.  Butter  worth 
(both  of  whom  had  been  sitting  in  the  invalid's 
room)  were  far  down  the  lawn  ;  Ada,  too,  with 
her  bonnet  on,  was  moving  towards  them, 
everything  favoured  her,  slowly  she  returned, 
and  with  breathless  caution  neared  the  draping 
of  the  bed ;  her  finger  was  on  it,  her  young 
heart  beat  violently,  she  dared  not  move  the 
curtain — a  moment  of  painful  suspense  ensued, 
during  which  she  listened  eagerly  to  his  breath- 
ing, it  was  scarce  audible.  Lucy  tried  to  hold 
her  respiration,  whilst  her  trembling  hand 
parted  the  drapery ;  by  the  faint  light  she 
could  see  that  Hervey  slept,  she  watched  his 
pale  face,  anxiously  ;  twice  his  sighs  made  her 
start  and  draw  back.  Lucy  grew  more  and 
more  agitated  each  time  she  looked  on  him. 
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her  bosom  heaved  as  she  caught  sight  of  a 
pair  of  scissars  which  lay  on  the  small  table 
close  by  the  bed  side ;  without  hardly  being 
conscious  of  the  act,  her  fingers  wandered 
towards  them,  worked  the  blades  mechanically 
— they  neared  the  sleeper's  head — Lucy  raised 
a  rich  curl.  Pride,  love,  and  innocence  were 
beautifully  blended  in  her  anxious  face  ;  a  step 
creaked  on  the  stairs,  in  her  fright  she  closed 
the  scissars,  and  as  sister  Agnes  entered,  Lucy 
thrust  something  into  her  bosom.  Her  first 
impulse  was  1o  rush  past  the  intruder,  but  the 
meek  and  gentle  look  which  met  her  bashful 
eye,  made  Lucy's  cheek  glow  with  shame. 
The  nun  smiled  sorrowfully,  and  held  out  her 
hand,  the  confused  girl  took  it,  and  whispered, 
in  alarm,  as  she  drew  the  sister  to  the  door, 
anxious  to  get  her  out  of  the  room — 

''  I  was  only  there  a  few  moments — pray  do 
not  tell  him,  only  promise  me  this  ;"  falling 
on  her  knees  as  they  reached  the  landing,  she 
added,  in  a  faltering  voice,  *'  I  have  behaved 
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very  ill  to  you,  do  not,  now  that  I  am  in  your 
power,  betray  me,  and  I  will  try  to  love  you, 
I  will  pray  to  do  so — but,"  laying  her  hand  on 
her  breast,  she  looked  up  imploringly,  unable 
to  end  the  sentence. 

The  nun  placing  her  arm  around  Lucy's 
waist  said,  in  an  earnest  tone — 

"  Heaven  knows  all  our  secrets,  mine  and 
yours  ;  and  I  can  solemnly  declare  that  every 
thought  of  you,  which  has  ever  entered  my 
breast,  was  gentle  as  your  own  innocent 
face." 

Lucy  hung  down  her  head  to  conceal  the 
rising  blush,  pressed  the  fingers  which  held 
hers,  and  rested  her  forehead  on  the  sister's 
shoulder. 

"  He  has  asked  for  you  over  and  over — 
dreams  of  you,  addresses  you  in  sleep." 

What  music  to  Lucy's  ears,  how  they  drank 
in  the  echo  of  Hervey's  thoughts. 

*'  We  often  dream,"  murmured  the  lips  on 
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the  nun's  shoulder,  "  of  things  and  persons  who 
give  us  no  interest.'' 

"  Even  in  sleep  there  is  an  impassioned  ear- 
nestness which  bespeaks  sincerity." 

The  opening  of  a  door  below,  made  them 
rise  hastily. 

"  Did  you  know  him  before  the  day  we  met 
in  the  Nunnery  ?"  asked  Lucy,  hurriedly, 

^'As  a  child,"  sighed  the  nun,  hurrying 
into  Hervey's  room. 

Watching  her  in  a  fever  of  doubt,  till  she 
disappeared  into  the  room,  Lucy  threw  some- 
thing angrily  on  the  carpet,  then  picked  it  up, 
and  replaced  it  in  her  bosom.  At  this  moment 
Mrs.  Talbot  returned  in  search  of  her  daugh- 
ter, who  she  took  down,  begging  her  to  stay 
and  amuse  Mr.  Butterworth  and  Ada,  till  her 
papa  came  back  from  the  hunt,  as  she  intended 
passing  the  evening  in  Hervey's  room. 

^^Mama,"  murmured  Lucy,  crimsoning, 
*'  would  there  be  any  impropriety  in  my — " 
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"Besides  agitating  him,  my  dear,"  inter- 
rupted her  mother,  quickly,  **  it  would  not  be 
becoming  for  a  young  girl ;  although  I,  as  an 
old  married  lady,  am  privileged,"  Mrs.  Talbot 
added,  "  Ada  will  feel  quite  hurt  at  your  neg- 
lect— hurry  to  her,  dear." 

"  You  little  truant,"  began  Ada,  "  I  have 
only  had  one  kiss  since  your  return,  and  not 
ten  words.  Have  you  heard  about  poor  Lydia, 
and  Captain  Eodney,  your  old  friend  ?" 

"  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  Mr.  Hervey  had 
been  so  dangerously  ill  ?" 

**  Ah  !  poor  Mr.  Hervey  !"  sighed  Mr.  But- 
terworth  ? 

"  What  ails  you,  dear  ?"  asked  Miss 
Gordon,  looking  at  Lucy's  conscience-stricken 
face  ;  '^  are  you  unwell  ?" 

"I  thought,"  resumed  Mr.  Butterworth, 
musingly,  ''  that  Miss  Eodney 's  distress  would 
touch  you  deeply ;  some  people's  feelings  are 
very  easily  overpowered.  Yours,  Miss  Talbot ; 
mine — Miss  Gordon,  may  I  be  allowed  to 
B  5 
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open  the  window  —  the  evening  is  oppres- 
sive ?'' 

"  The  poor  man  seems  made  of  sighs  !''  whis- 
pered Ada,  who — though  herself  in  low  spirits 
— sought  to  rouse  her  companions,  but  all  to  no 
purpose. 

At  this  moment  their  attention  was  called  to 
an  unusual  noise.  Berrigan,  hearing  that  a 
figure  was  seen  prowling  about  Talbot  Hall,  (a 
joke  of  Darcy's),  went  up  at  night-fall.  Seeing 
some  one  peeping  through  the  windows,  and 
acting  the  eaves-  dropper,  he  pulled  out  a  pistol, 
calling  out  - 

*'  Whoever  you  are,  stand  or  I'll  fire  !" 

"  How  you  terrified  me  !"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Potts,  rushing  to  his  arms  for  protection ;  '^  sup- 
port my  sinking  constitution  !"  with  these 
words  she  looked  up  into  his  face,  and  sighed, 
languidly — "  Kind  Captain  Berrigan  !" 

^'  Sergeant,  ma'am,''  muttered  the  policeman, 
awkwardly. 
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"  Oh, if  I  was  only  ensconsed  in  my  own  little 
dwelling,  I  would  be  quite  collected." 

Berrigan  offered  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Potts  ;  and, 
as  he  escorted  her  home,  discovered  that  if  she 
had  only  been  a  single  woman,  and  a  Eoman 
Catholic,  he  neyer  met  with  one  of  the  sex  who 
would  have  suited  his  fancy  so  well  for  a  wife ; 
she,  on  her  part,  declaring  the  next  day,  were 
he  a  Protestant,  and  it  pleased  Providence  to  de- 
prive her  of  her  dear  husband,  his  kind  polite- 
ness to  her  should  ever  entitle  Captain  Ber- 
rigan to  a  preference  in  her  future  matrimonial 
alliances.  Flora  thought  he  was  never  going 
away ;  at  last  he  got  up,  saying,  with  a 
sigh — 

'^  Only  for  that  murdering  villain,  O'Shane, 
I  might  stay  another  start !" 

During  two  days  the  police  had  watched  the 
fox-cover  closely,  at  night  particularly,  in  the 
hopes  of  at  last  entrapping  the  black  wolf ;  but 
on  the  third  gave  him  up  as  having  again 
escaped   them.      It  was  on   this   night   that, 
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driven  by  hunger  from  his  den,  he  prowled 
like  a  wild  beast  to  the  skirtings  of  the  planta- 
tion, slunk  stealthily  to  the  high-road,  and  from 
thence  to  Nowian's  cabin.  He  knocked  softly, 
and  tried  to  lift  the  latch,  it  was  fastened 
within ;  O'Shane  hesitated  a  moment,  then 
placing  a  stone  on  the  threshold,  inserted  his 
blackthorn,  as  a  lever,  beneath  the  door,  and 
raised  it  noiselessly  off  the  hinges ;  entering 
with  the  utmost  caution,  he  listened  attentively 
' — all  was  still  within  as  without.  The  cabin 
was  partially  lighted  by  a  turf  and  wood  fire, 
whose  flame  rose  and  sank  as  the  draught  blew 
in  ;  the  fitful  glare  danced  in  wild  triumph  no 
!N'owlan's  yellow  r-'vl  wrinkled  face  ;  his  head, 
from  the  protubc  rince  in  the  neck,  was  forced 
forward,  till  the  pointed  chin  rested  ou  his  bare 
chest.  Dennis  looked  savagely  on  him  ;  as  he 
eyed  his  open  mouth,  long  thin  arms,  and  large 
broad  hands,  which  lay  crossed  on  the  uncovered 
breast,  and  listened  to  his  loud  snoring,  he  mut- 
tered— 
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"  It  is  you  that  is  the  cursed  toad  !" 
There  was  a  strange  looking  wildness  in  the 
otherwise  silent  hovel ;  the  light  ran  round  the 
naked  walls,  ever  and  anon  resting  on  0' Shane's 
fierce,  hollow  features,  as  if  to  question  the 
cause  of  his  stealthy  intrusion ;  then  hovered 
about  his  ill-formed  head,  as  if  examining  the 
organs  of  destruction,  whilst  he  glared  on  the 
sleeper.  Dennis  panted  for  blood,  when  he 
caught  sight  of  a  placard,  offering  a  large  re- 
ward for  himself,  which  lay  close  to  Nowlan's 
hand. 

''  How  sound  the  old  rogue  sleeps  !" 
Stooping  he  neared  the  straw  pallet,  looked 
around  the  cabin,  then  drawing  the  bed-clothes 
over  the  slumbcrer's  head,  held  thera,  in  hesita- 
tion, muttering — 

^^  So  you  would  sell  me  1"  Nowlan's  rest 
remained  unbroken.  **  It  is  little  trouble  your 
dreams  give  you,"  resumed  O'Shane,  placing 
one  knee,  with  breathless  caution  on  either  side 
of  Nowlan's  neck. 
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Nowlan  struggled  in  his  sleep.  Springing 
up,  with  a  choking  sensation,  he  yelled  aloud 
on  beholding  Dennis'  fiendish  look ;  from  which 
he  recoiled  as  if  an  adder  had  stung  him. 

'^  Ah  !  then  Tim,  my  darling  !  what  was 
you  dreaming  about  ?"  asked  0' Shane,  with 
Satanic  irony. 

^^  Dennis,"  replied  !N"owlan,  trembling 
violently,  while  the  perspiration  oozed  through 
his  wrinkled  forehead  ;  '^  that  is  a  queer  way 
you  were  leaning  over  me  ;  by  gor,  myself 
thought,"  with  an  effort  to  smile,  ''  that  I  was 
hanging,  but  Denny  honey."  Looking  towards 
the  entrance,  ^'  what  way  did  you  get  in  ?" 

^'  Arrah,  man  alive  !  is  it  ask  me  how  ?  Sure, 
Tim,  agra,  you  would  make  believe  you  never 
lent  a  hand  to  open  a  door  and  help  yourself  to 
a  pistol,  leave  alone  a  gun,  or  gold,  or  bank 
notes.  Musha  !  how  blazing  innocent  you 
are  all  on  a  sudden — it  is  just  like  your  blarney. 
It  is,  most  like,  some  of  the  oil  from  your 
tongue  got  on  to  your  hand  when  the  stone 
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slipped  out  of  your  fingers   and  most   killed 
me— eh,  Tim  ?" 

Nowlan's  eyes,  at  this  allusion,  drooped 
beneath  his  beetling  brows  ;  a  pause  ensued — 
during  which  the  flickering  light  flitted  from 
one  to  the  other,  as  if  to  fathom  their  dark 
thoughts. 

^*  It  missed  me,"  resumed  O'Shane,  laughing 
ironically;  '^as  you  did  your  mother's  bless- 
ing 1" 

When  !N"owlan  had  recovered  himself,  he 
turned  towards  his  confederate,  and,  without 
raising  his  eyes,  said  angrily — 

^'  Them  is  queer  kind  of  tricks  to  be  play- 
ing when  a  man  is  sleeping ;  faith,  I  do  not 
like  them  at  all — it  is  fools'  play." 

*^  Yes,  bat  Tim,  avick,  the  stone  slipping  from 
under  your  foot  was  most  being  horse  play  for 
me  ;  it  was  the  divil's  luck  that  I  was  not  killed 
stone  dead.  And  then  it's  you  that  would  die 
with  the  sorrow  to  think  all  the  little  secrets 
was    buried  with  me ;    and    maybe   the  same 
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stone  might  slip  on  your  daughter's  head, 
and  then,  in  earnest,  your  warm  heart  would 
burst,  being  left  all  alone  in  the  cold  world — 
poor,  darling  Tim  !" 

^^  Blazes  !  whist  your  bladdering  talk ;  do 
not  you  know  if  I  had  been  awake  and  seen 
the  door  open,  and  a  man  poking  in  his  head, 
I  could  have  shot  him  dead,  if  I  was  wanting, 
and  have  the  law  to  my  back,  and  no  one  be 
the  wiser." 

^' Troth!  I  do  not  doubt  you,  for  once  in 
your  life,''  replied  O'Shane,  sneering,  and  ex- 
posing his  large  teeth;  ^'but,  Timray,  agra, 
the  two  of  us  could  play  at  that  fun,  if  that 
was  the  sort  of  mille  a  faUhe^  you  would  be 
ojffering  me ;  and  in  the  regard  of  good  man- 
ners," pulling  out  a  pistol,  provokingly,  and 
pointing  it  coolly  on  full  cock,  ^'  I  am  the  well- 
bred  boy  that  would  pay  you  the  decent  com- 
plemint  first  ;"  then  leaning  over  Nowlan's 
shoulder  with  mock  affection  ;  *'  listen  to  what 
I  am  going  to   say,    you   darling  creature — 
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scratch  me,  and  I  will  scratch  you — bite  me, 
and  I  will  bite  you — do  you  understand  that 
talk  ?  I  am  no  scholar,  but,  for  all,  I  know  to 
the  full  what  the  paper  is  about." 

Nowlan  grew  sulky  and  silent. 

"  Is  there  ere  a  bit  to  eat,  or  a  sup  to  drink, 
for  I  am  most  dead  with  the  hunger;  bad 
luck  to  them  police— only  for  the  whiskey- 
hole,  they  had  me  clean  and  clever,  by  dad  ! 
one  lad  sat  on  the  turf-sod  over  me — the  sorra 
a  moment's  rest  they  give  me — I  am  not  all 
out  as  fat  as  I  was ;  here  !  what's  to  eat, 
speak  man  ?" 

"  There  is  some  cold  praties,"  replied  ISTow- 
lan,  disconcertedly. 

"  Cannot  you  look  sweet  and  handsome,  and 
give  me  something  better,  and  with  a  decent 
welcome  ?" 

No  answer. 

"  Bad  luck  to  your  soul !"  exclaimed 
0' Shane,  losing  his  temper ;  and  breaking 
open  an  old  cupboard  with  his  blackthorn,  then 
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suppressing  his  rage,  and  grinning.  '^  Tim, 
honey  !  you  are  the  hoy,  in  earnest — nothing 
will  suit  you  hut  clean  white  hread,  and  hut- 
ter,  and  eggs ;  tare  and  hounds  !  it's  yourself 
that  keeps  the  good  kitchen  ;  by  your  leave,  I 
will  help  myself;  and,  perhaps,  in  the  regard 
of  manners,  you  will  warm  a  sup  of  water ; 
and  let  me  bring  out  this  bottle — and  comfort- 
able and  easy  the  two  of  ns  will  spend  the 
night — because,  do  you  see,  Timmy,  the  divil 
the  wink  I  can  sleep,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent, 
like  you." 

The  old  sinner,  as  he  rose  to  re-hinge  the 
door,  eyed  his  unwelcome  guest  maliciously, 
and,  trying  to  conceal  his  vexation,  said — 

**  O'Shane,  no  man  more  welcome  than  you 
to  the  best  in  the  cabin,  when  you  deal  fair 
and  honest,  straight-forward.'' 

"  By  Gorra  1  you  look  like  yourself  now, 
quite  elegant,  with  your  pretty,  smiling 
mouth,^'  exclaimed  Dennis,  persisting  in  his 
biting  irony  ;  ^^  man  alive,  how  sweet  it  cuts," 
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slashing  a  huge  slice  with  one  gash ;  ^'  eh, 
Tim  ?  how  it  would  have  shaved  your  throat 
while  you  were  dreaming  them  innocent 
dreams ;  look  here,"  drawing  the  blade  across 
his  own  neck. 

^^  Blazes,  man !  eat  your  supper,  and  do  not 
be  going  on  with  child's  play." 

O'Shane  devoured  ravenously,  and  drank  co- 
piously. 

'^  Take  another  sup,  Denny  I"  entreated 
Nowlan,  glancing  his  wily  eye  at  his  guest's 
glaring  pupils. 

^'Not  another  drop,"  answered  O'Shane, 
staggering,  as  he  made  for  the  door  ;  '^  enough 
is  as  good  as  a  feast,  any  more,"  (meaningly,) 
'*  might  make  a  body's  foot  slip — you  under- 
stand me,  honey,  eh  ?  But  what  about  Nelly, 
will  she  split  on  us  ?" 

'^  I^ot  a  happorth  of  fear^ — sure,  did  not  the 
colleen  come  down  and  tell  me  that  Doyle  sus- 
pected me    for  having  a  hand  in  him  being 
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shot  at ;  and  she  sick  and  poorly,  trusting  her- 
self all  alone  with  me  in  the  dead  of  night ; 
and,  says  she,  putting  the  two  arms  round  my 
neck — '  Father,  honey,  I  forgive  you  all !' '' 

A  drop  of  pity  fell  on  his  hardened  heart, 
moistening  it  for  a  second,  but  without  soften- 
ing its  stony  nature. 

After  a  momentary  pause,  Nowlan  re- 
sumed— 

^'  For  all,  Denny,  it  is  a  pity  we  did  not  suc- 
ceed in  the  job ;  there  is  no  trusting  women 
with  the  secret  that  is  worth  your  life.  Hugh 
too  !  if  you  could — whisper,  and  that  Saxon 
thief,  what  the  mischief  brings  him  here  hunt- 
ing us  ;  and  mad  Darcy,  divil  blow  the  lot  of 
them.  Whist !  till  I  tell  you  more — Timmy 
Young  took  off  the  coat,  and  swore  a  big  oath 
forenent  Doyle's  face,  that  if  he  put  foot  on 
the  farm,  to  look  out  for  himself;  man,  if  I 
could  only  get  him  worked  up ;  but  them 
Protestants,  there  is  no  talking  to  them — and 
no  getting  into  their  meetings." 
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"  Hush  !"  whispered  O'Shane,  staggering 
to  the  door,  and  raising  the  latch. 

"  Eun,  man,  run  I"  exclaimed  Nowlan, 
trembling  violently. 

^'  Curse  them  for  police — it's  them  !  I  know 
the  rattle  of  their  guns  as  well  as  themselves ; 
good  manners  to  the  lads  for  giving  me  time 
to  eat  my  supper." 

The  drink  seemed  to  have  rendered  Dennis 
callous.  Nowland  pushed  his  guest  out,  barred 
the  door,  and  threw  the  remaining  water  on 
the  fire. 
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CHAPTEE  II. 


A  FOETNiGHT  has  elapsed  since  the  scenes  in 
the  foregoing  chapter,  and  Dennis  O'Shane  is 
still  at  large — Kennedy  has  become  low- 
spirited,  and  so,  too,  are  his  men  ;  some  of 
■whom,  in  their  superstition,  firmly  believe  the 
black  wolf's  life  is  charmed.  It  was  in  one  of 
these  desponding  moods  that  the  superin- 
tendent of  police  bent  his  steps  to  the  priest's 
cottage.  Not  long  had  he  been  there,  when 
Father  Tracey,  accompanied  by  Hervey,  (who, 
thanks  to  a  strong  constitution,  was  nearly  re- 
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covered),  entered  the  room.  Kennedy,  after 
congratulating  the  invalid  on  being  out,  looked 
steadily  into  both  their  faces ;  he  could  read 
nothing  there.  He  then  told  them  that  if  he 
could  capture  Dennis,  he  believed  he  would 
immediately  after  throw  up  his  commission  in 
disgust. 

^*  That  you  should  be  dispirited  is  not  sur- 
prising,^' began  Hervey,  when  the  priest  left 
the  room ;  **  but  now  that  I  am  gaining 
strength  so  fast,  will  you  allow  me  to  accom- 
pany you  the  first  time  you  are  on  his  trail — 
no  man  longs  to  see  the  rufiian  in  irons  more 
earnestly  than  I  do ;  during  my  illness,  his 
ill-favoured  face  was  ever — ''  hesitatingly — 
^*  not  ever  haunting  me — my  mind  was  often 
relieved  by  the  recollection  of  her  sweet  ex- 
pression— but  this  is  not  to  the  point ;  have 
you  heard  anything  more  of  O'NeiPs  wife  ?" 

'^  The  priest,"  he  replied,  meaningly,  "  could 
tell,  if  he  choose,  where  she  is  gone — nay 
more,   I   feel  convinced  he  is  assisting  O'Neil 
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in  eluding  us — I  can  make  some  allowance  if 
lie  believes  him  an  innocent  tool  in  other's 
hands ;  but  that  ruffian  0' Shane  !  how  people 
can  screen  such  a  villain,  I  cannot  understand. 
A  report  has  gone  up  to  Dublin  that  Father 
Tracey  is  concealing  Hugh,  and  that  there  is  a 
general  feeling  in  favour  of  his  escape.  I,  too, 
am  taxed  with  being  lukewarm  in  my  search 
for  him  ;  and  yet,  Heaven  knows,  no  later  than 
Thursday  week,  I  ran  the  unfortunate  wretch 
for  three  miles  from  his  own  cabin,  where  he 
had  been  to  see  his  wife  and  babe.  That 
night  I  reported  to  our  Stipendiary  Magistrate 
that  he  only  escaped  by  some  mounted  person 
taking  him  up  on  his  horse.  Colonel  Dawson, 
(another  Magistrate,)  was  present  :  he  re- 
marked, looking  at  me  in  a  manner  a 
younger  man  had  not  dared  do,"  his  cheek 
deepened  as  he  proceeded,  '^that  the  discipline 
in  the  army  and  the  police  were  very  different, 
and  that  he  believed,  in  the  former,  a  corporal 
would  be  ashamed  to  acknowledge  a  deserter's 
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escape,  after  sighting  him,  and  that  he  thought 
that  of  a  murderer  less  pardonable." 

'^  Did  you  not  reply  ?"  asked  Hervey,  firing 
up. 

^'  No ;  I  looked  on  his  grey  hairs,  and 
thought  of  his  beautiful  daughter,  and  swal- 
lowed my  mortification — he  saw  it,  and  seemed 
sorry — but  was  too  much  the  old  soldier  to  ac- 
knowledge the  reproof  was  ill-timed  and  un- 
merited." 

^^  Had  it  been  Dennis  0' Shane,"  said  Darcy, 
entering,  ^^he  would  now  have  been  in  your 
safe  keeping  !" 

Hervey  pressed  Tom's  arm  to  keep  him 
silent,  for  the  latter  had  spoken  significantly. 

"Every  one  seems  against  us,"  said  the 
officer,  despondingly.  "  Father  Tracey  !"  he 
exclaimed  in  bitterness,  ''  has  brought  a  heavy 
disgrace  on  me,  if  it  was  through  his  conni- 
vance that  O'Neil  escaped.  This  very  morn- 
ing Miss  Dawson  tauntingly  asked  me  if  it 
was  not  hard  to  catch  wolves,  and  equally  dis- 

VOL.  ir.  c 
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agreeable  to  be  hunting  eels  ?  they  were  so 
apt  to  slip  through  one's  fingers." 

''Bad  task,"  thought  Hervey  to  himself. 

''  Miss  Dawson  apologized  immediately  after 
wounding  ;  and  I  forgave  her.  Who  could  look 
at  that  face  expressing  repentance,  and  be 
angry  ?" 

'^  Express  the  deuce — angry  with  a  ven- 
geance !  the  flirt !"  exclaimed  Darcy. 

Kennedy,  drawing  himself  up,  said  Miss 
Daw^son  was  too  much  the  lady  to  be  a  flirt ; 
and  though,  at  times,  playfully  taunting,  she 
would  not  willingly  give  any  one  pain. 

''  Another  victim,"  thought  Hervey,  turn- 
ing the  subject,  as  the  priest  re-entered  the 
room. 

Kennedy  entreated  him  to  give  a  clue  to 
O'NeiPs  hiding-place ;  to  which  the  priest 
shook  his  head,  declaring,  that  what  he  learnt 
at  the  confessional  was  sacred,  even  though  it 
referred  to  a  murderer,  rather  Tracey  related 
that  Mary  had  been  again  robbed  ;  and  when 


TALBOT    HALL.  1:7 

she  left  the  place  where  her  husband  had  been 
so  incessantly  hunted,  it  was  to  go  penniless 
to  a  strange  spot,  for,  poor  as  she  was,  her 
pride  had  kept  her  silent,  even  to  him,  fearing 
the  acknowledgment "  might  seeoi  a  hint  for 
more ;  he  then  went  on  to  say  her  sufferings 
were  dreadful,  and  that,  in  the  short  time 
since  they  saw  her,  one  of  the  children  had 
died  of  want. 

As  he  proceeded,  Hervey  listened  with  in- 
tense eagerness.  Leading  the  priest  away  to  the 
window,  he  asked  if  he  knew  where  she  was  ? 
Father  Tracey  whispered,  he  purposed,  with 
the  Lord's  ,will,  riding  there  that  night.  In- 
stantly the  Englishman,  who  wished  to  judge 
for  himself,  if  the  scenes  of  desolation  pic- 
tured by  the  priest  were  overdrawn,  entreated 
to  be  allowed  to  accompany  him. 

Father  Tracey  thought  a  long  while ;  at 
last,  he  bowed  his  head. 

At  that  moment,  a  lev/   tapping  was  heard 

outside ;  the  officer's  quick  oar  wus  the  first  to 

C    0 
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catch  it,  he  saw  at  a  glance  the  look  which 
passed  between  Darcy,  Hervey,  and  the  priest. 
The  foiTQer  rose  hastily  and  hurried  from  the 
room. 

'^  He  will  spoil  all,"  whispered  Father  Tracey 
to  Hervey. 

Hervey,  going  over  to  Kennedy,  tried  to 
occupy  his  attention  by  cleverly  introducing 
Miss  Dawson's  name ;  but  so  wary  had  the 
officer  become,  that  he  at  once  suspected  the 
person  tapping  was  Hugh  O'l^eil;  pulling 
out  his  watch  as  an  excuse,  he  called  out — 

'^Past  my  time — I  must  away — good 
night !" 

On  reaching  the  hall  door,  he  felt  convinced 
tliat  its  being  locked  from  without  was  not 
accidental  ;  immediately  hurrying  back  to  the 
room,  Kennedy  opened  the  window.  The 
Englishman  remarking,  it  was  an  unbecoming 
way  to  leave  a  clergyman's  house — the  other 
replied — 

"  I  feel  the  want   of  confidence   which   is 
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placed  in  me — do  not  seek  to  detain  me,  Mr. 
Hervey." 

As  he  stood  on  the  sill  ready  to  leap,  some 
ne  moved  close  under,  in  the  dusk  Kennedy 
instantly  sprang  on  a  man. 

"  Glory  be  to  your  active  limbs  for  making 
such  a  good  jump,  Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  the 
priest,  laughing,  good-naturedly ;  *^  but  the 
next  time  leap  clear — if  I  had  a  bad  conscience 
what  a  fright  you  would  have  given  me — I 
was  wondering  at  the  hurry  you  unbarred  the 
shutters — surely  you  do  not  intend  leaving  in 
this  unceremonious  manner — come  back  and 
take  a  glass  of  wine — do — tut !  tut !"  holding 
him  by  the  coat ;  ^'  where  do  you  want  to  go 
in  such  haste  ?  fie  !  fie  I  you  are  not  going  to 
get  vexed  with  a  priest — as  well  threaten  an 
old  woman." 

"  Father  Tracey !"  called  out  the  officer, 
menacingly,  '^  I  will  see  who  goes  yonder." 

'^  Captain  Kennedy,"  ejaculated  the  priest, 
'^  you  are  the  cleverest  man  in  the  service." 
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"  Hang  your  hypocrisy  !" 

The  priest,  letting  go  the  coat,  remained  for 
a  moment,  silently  watching  the  superin- 
tendent, who  ran  in  the  direction  of  the  stable, 
the  door  of  which  was  banged  in  his  face. 
Father  Tracey  did  not  move,  but  continued  to 
look  on  with  the  deepest  anxiety  ;  for  Hervey, 
leaping  to  the  ground,  stood  against  the  stable 
door,  politely  but  firmly  urging  Kennedy  not 
to  break  it  open,  as  such  a  step  would  natur- 
ally enough  give  great  offence. 

*^  Have  a  care,  sir,"  he  resumed,  more  seri- 
ously ;  '^  I  might  mistake  the  repetition  of 
such  a  movement  for  violence." 

"  Then  do  not  interfere  in  my  duty,"  replied 
Kennedy,  determinedly;  ''the  cutting  taunts 
from  all  parties  force  me  to  act  firmly  when  a 
clergyman  and  a  gentleman  seek  to  screen  a 
murderer  I" 

Hervey's  face  crimsoned  ;  but  before  he  ut- 
tered a  word,  the  priest  ran  between  them  to 
interfere,  calling  out — 
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*' There  is  no  murderer  here." 

^^  Will  you  pledge  your  honor  it  is  not 
O'JSTeil  ?" 

Father  Tracey  hesitated. 

^^  Answer  me  candidly — was  it  you  who  as- 
sisted him  to  escape  that  night  ?" 

"  By  what  right  do  you  put  such  questions?" 
asked  Hervey. 

*^  By  a  right  I  make  my  own,  and  which  I 
do  not  appeal  to  you  to  decide." 

^^  Gentlemen  !'^  called  out  Father  Tracey, 
anxiously  ;  ^'  let  me  entreat  you  to  keep  cool. 
Mr.  Hervey ;  I  beg  you  will  not  quarrel.  Mr. 
Kennedy,  if  you  must  be  satisfied,  it  is  not 
Hugh  O'ls^eil." 

'^  Then  I  shall  instantly  retract  the  strong 
expression  I  used  to  you,  Father  Tracey,  which 
hurt  you  so  much,  and  for  which  I  am  very 
sorry." 

The  priest  grasped  his  hand  warmly. 

Kennedy  wished  the  priest  good-night ;  and 
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smiling  to  Hervey,  said,  as  he  held  out  his 
hand — 

^'  They  say  there  is  a  little  pepper  in  an 
Irishman's  constitution ;  you  surely  must  have 
some  of  the  blood  in  you." 

"  I  believe  myself,"  replied  Hervey  redden- 
ing and  taking  the  offered  hand,  ^Ho  be  of  pure 
English  descent." 

When  the  priest  and  his  guest  were  left 
alone,  they  returned  to  the  little  room,  and 
after  a  quiet  meal,  prepared  to  mount ;  three 
horses  were  brought  round.  Hervey  seemed 
anxious  to  know  who '  was  to  be  the  third 
party  ;  the  other  saw  his  curiosity  and  whis- 
pered^ ''  he  will  bo  out  in  a  minute,  the  poor 
fellow  is  taking  a  bit  of  supper ;  ycu  would 
know  who  he  is  ?  Hugh  O'NeiPs  brother,  come 
to  act  as  our  guide,  hush  !  do  not  pretend  to 
know  anything  about  him."  They  all  three 
mounted  in  silence,  riding  by  short  cuts  till 
they  neared  a   miserable  looking  village ;   as 
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they  passed  through  it,  the  moon  fell  on  the 
sod -built  huts.  When  Hervey  heard  the  cold 
March  wind  whistling  through  the  dilapidated 
roofs,  he  instinctively  buttoned  his  coat  closer. 
Though  on  the  stroke  of  twelve,  a  man  emerged 
from  a  low  mud  hovel  with  nothins:  but  a 
tattered  blanket  drawn  around  him,  the 
instant  the  guide  whistled,  and  thus  clothed 
the  creature  took  their  horses,  the  pass  up 
which  they  had  to  proceed  being  almost  inac- 
cessible to  them.  Hervey  shuddered  while  he 
looked  on  the  emaciated  form  who  tried  to  get 
the  horses  into  his  hovel ;  even  they  refused  to 
enter  an  abode  of  such  filth  and  desolation. 
The  priest  whispered  to  him  to  put  on  a  stout 
heart,  as  that  was  nothing  to  what  he  might 
see,  nay  more,  he  said  that  that  man  was  well 
off  compared  to  some  up  in  the  mountain 
districts  towards  which  they  were  ascending. 
Hervey  expressed  uneasiness  at  leaving  the 
horses  in  such  charge,  to  which  Father  Tracey 
replied — 

c  6 
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^^  He  has  my  directions  to  take  them  to  a 
farmer's,  and  so  long  as  yours  is  in  company 
of  a  priest's,  never  fear  for  him,  he  is  safe." 

They  followed  their  guide  in  perfect  silence 
for  nearly  a  mile.  When  at  last  they  halted 
the  priest  whispered  ^'  do  you  see  that  ?" 

For  a  moment  Hervey  looked  hard  at  what 
anpeared  to  be  a  heap  of  dried  ferns  piled  on 
the  mountain  side,  and  asked  what  it  was  ? 

'•  Our  guide's  home — his  cabin." 

With  an  air  of  incredulity  the  Englishman 
eyed  the  human  habitation,  from  which  a 
Vv'oman  in  rags  put  up  her  smoke-blackened 
face. 

On  looking  down  into  the  damp  hovel,  if  a 
hole  dug  in  the  ground  would  deserve  the 
name,  he  saw  by  the  light  of  a  turf  hre 
the  misery  concealed  in  that  underground  cell. 
The  priest  tapped  him  on  the  shoulJer  and 
whispered  to  him  not  to  let  them  see  liis  sur- 
prise, for  wretched  and  poor  as  the  inmates 
were,  they  had  a  pride  of  their  own.     On  the 
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floor  were  spread  some  branches  and  over  them 
dried  ferns  for  beds,  on  the  latter  an  emaciated 
old  man  lay  silently  listening,  for  his  sight 
was  dimmed  by  age,  a  few  rags  covered  his 
wasted  body,  two  children,  one  on  either  side, 
lay  with  him,  they  shivered  from  cold. 

The  priest  urged  Hervey  to  descend  by  the 
holes  cut  in  the  ground  for  steps  ;  with  sicken- 
ing heart  he  obeyed,  but  could  not  remain 
in  so  foul  an  atmosphere.  The  priest  spoke 
to  the  worn-out  man  who  grasped  his  hand ; 
Hervey  was  ascending  when  be  heard  suffo- 
cating sobs,  he  looked  round,  tears  streamed 
from  the  aged  creature,  who  said  in  a  voice 
scarce  audible — 

"  Father  Tracey  !  my  poor  boy — my  son — 
tell  me  Hugh  is  innocent,"  the  old  man 
gasped. 

'^  Mick  O'Neii,"  said  the  priest  solemnly, 
^'  he  is  not  innocent,  but — '' 

Hervey  drew  nearer  ;  all  feeling  of  sickness 
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had  left ;  iu  his  intense  anxiety  he  stood  close 
to  the  old  man  who  fell  back. 

^'  A  murderer/'  muttered  the  man  writhing 
on  the  crackling  branches. 

^'  'No J  no,"  exclaimed  Hervey. 

"  Who  speaks  ?"  asked  the  father  starting. 

The  priest  then  told  him  all. 

The  children  starting  up  on  their  elbows 
showed  they  were  lying  naked  under  a  torn 
horse-rug.  Hervey  bowed  his  head  in  very 
sadness,  his  heart  revolted  at  sight  of  such 
touching  distress,  but  what  went  deeper, 
cutting  to  his  very  soul,  was  to  see  that  pale 
woman,  sick  from  hunger,  bring  out  two  slices 
of  bacon  which  her  husband  had  brought  from 
the  priest's.  She  turned  them  on  the  turf, 
and  with  eyes  glistening  when  the  meat 
frizzed,  the  poor  creature  watcbed  her  father- 
in-law's  mouth  while  he  listened  to  a  sound 
so  unusual  to  his  hungry  ears.  The  children 
stuffed   the   old   rags   into    their    mouths    to 
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keep  out  the  gnawing  complaint ;  and  when 
with  a  smile  of  pride  she  laid  it  on  two  plates, 
placing  one  on  the  priest's  knees  and  the  other 
on  Hervey's,  the  latter  could  hardly  command 
his  feelings. 

Father  Tracey  signed  him  to  take  a  taste, 
but  be  could  not ;  and  when  he  handed  the 
plate  back  with  what,  poor  creature,  she  con- 
sidered a  delicate  luxury,  he  was  surprised 
to  see  the  colour  burst  through  her  smoke- 
darkened  cheek  as  she  said  — 

"  Your  honour  is  harder  to  please  than  his 
Eeverence  ;  the  Lord  bless  him  for  his  con- 
descension eating  in  the  like  of  our  cabin." 

''  Give  it  to  the  children,  to  that  old  man — 
take  some  yourself,"  replied  Hervey  huskily,  as 
he  turned  his  head  away. 

'^  If  your  honour,"  she  resumed  more  cheer- 
fully "  was  for  not  eating  in  the  regard  of 
them — they — they — are  not  over  hungry." 

How  the  tell-tale  watering  of  old  O'Neils 
mouth,    and     the     children's   wistful,  greedy, 
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glances,  at  therejected  plate,  belied  the  assertion. 
Seeing  that  his  young  friend  was  deeply 
moved,  Father  Traeey  prepared  to  depart. 

''  Hurry  back,  and  see  fair-play, ''  whispered 
the  priest  to  the  woman. 

As  she  vanished,  he  motioned  the  English- 
man to  stoop  and  look  througli  the  opening 
into  that  hole  of  misery. 

The  old  man  was  struggling  with  the  children 
for  the  bacon ;  she  took  it  from  them  and 
divided  it  into  four  portions,  reserving  the 
smallest  for  herself.  Yv'ith  a  sigh,  liervey 
turned  away,  and  asked  if  he  had  not  expected 
to  find  Hugh  at  his  father's.  The  priest  re- 
plied that  he  was  further  up  in  the  mountains 
with  his  wife  and  children. 

^' Where,"  remarked  Hervey,  sorrowfully,  "  I 
shall  yet  see  greater  misery." 

The  priest  bowed  his  head  to  his  breast : 
they  walked  on  without  uttering  a  word  for 
near  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  each  sighing  as  they 
passed  these  excrescences  of  the  earth   (some 
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sods  laid  over  a  few  sticks  level  with  the 
ground)  from  wliich  were  thrust  up  faces  on 
which  the  moon  fell,  filling  Hervey's  breast 
with  sadness ;  he  had  no  imagination  of  human 
beings  living  in  burrows.  Weak  and  wearied 
from  the  effects  of  his  late  illness,  he  sat  dov/n, 
unable  to  proceed  without  a  little  rest. 

Father  Tracey  saw  that  Hervey  liad  already 
seen  too  much  of  Irish  misery. 

"  Courage,  my  friend,"  he  said,  ''  come  on, 
and  when  you  return  to  England  you  will  be 
able  to  laugh  at  such  scenes,  seated  at  a  table 
groaning  with  plenty,"  there  was  a  bitterness 
in  the  tone  he  pronounced  the  la:-t  vrords. 
''  Mat  0':N'eil,"  said  the  priest,  "  I  vvTmt  to 
speak  to  you ;  this  is  the  gentleman  Hugh 
saved ;   he  is  a  good  friend  to  your  brother." 

Mat  scraped  his  naked  loot  on  the  ground, 
and  pulling  his  fore-lock,  said — 

''Eis  honor  knew  Hugh  as  a  man,  but  now 
his  honor  will  find  him  gone  to  nothing — he  is 
not  able  to  get  off  the  bed  ;    and  Mary,  poor 
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creature.  Lord  send  she  may  live  to  confess  to 
your  holiness — och  !  it  was  a  sorry  look  I  got 
in  at  them  through  a  hole  in  the  gable-end  as 
big  as  a  door,  and  the  place  so  dark,  and  the 
children  crying  with  the  hunger  fit  to  be  tied." 

The  priest  pushed  on  faster.  Ilervey  was 
surprised  to  see  a  thatched  roof  to  which  their 
guide  pointed,  saying  it  was  a  cabin  built  by 
his  father  long  ago ;  he  added  that  it  liad  been 
deserted  for  the  last  three  years,  fever  having 
carried  off  all  vrho  inhabited  it. 

When  Ilervey  got  close  enough  to  examine 
the  hovel,  his  heart  sank  deeper  than  it  had  yet 
done,  he  gazed  in  mute  grief. 

Fetid  exhalations  crept  noiselessly  through 
the  wide  and  gaping  cracks  in  the  low  mud 
walls,  and  oozing  sluggishly  froiii  beneath  the 
mill-dewed  eves  crawled  to  the  rank  thatch, 
where,  gathering  into  a  foul  form,  it  hung 
over  the  dying  inmates  like  a  huge  vampire 
spreading  its  wings  around  the  cradle  of  the 
child  it  seeks  to  strangle.      The  young  winds, 
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fresh  from  Heaven's  blue  womb,  unconscious 
of  contagion,  came  softly  along  the  rippling 
sea,  and  sought  by  mingling  their  sweet  breath 
with  the  unwholesome  air,  to  dispel  the  ob- 
noxious taint ;  but  soon  they  sickened,  and  ere 
morning  was  well  awoke,  sighed  and  died. 
The  Englishman  stood  watching  the  vapours 
which  rose  from  within,  till  at  last  the  gathering 
cloud  which  hung  over  the  ill-fated  hovel 
seemed  to  emit  an  odour  like  that  from  the 
winding-sheet  of  a  dead  man. 

The  guide  stood  without,  and  peered  in 
through  the  crevices ;  he  had  promised  his 
wife  not  to  enter,  lest  he  might  bring  back 
the  dreaded  disease ;  not  so  the  priest,  he 
sprinkled  some  drops  of  camphor  on  his  hand- 
kerchief, and  disappeared  into  that  desolate 
abode  where  fever,  with  the  propensities  of  a 
jackal,  had  hunted  down  the  wretched  inmates 
for  death,  who  stalked  in  like  a  lion  to  claim 
the  panting  victims. 

The    faint  dawn  streamed   in  through  the 
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rotten  thatch  and  open  walls  from  which  the 
mud  had  pealed  off  like  flesh  from  a  leprous 
man.  At  first  Hervey  felt  as  if  the  foul  air 
would  suffocate  him  ;  the  priest,  throwing  him 
his  handkerchief,  signed  him  to  go  out.  AYhen 
Hugh  saw  who  it  was,  he  gathered  himself  on 
he  damp  ferns,  and  raising  himself  on  his 
fetid  litter,  looked  up  wistfully  in  the  young 
Englishman's  face.  Hervey  held  out  his  hand 
to  support  the  starving  man  who  shrank  back 
with  a  start,  crying  out,  "The  black  fever! 
you  must  not  touch  me  !" 

The  priest  stood  by  Mary's  death-bed ;  she 
oi  nted  to  a  blanket ;  it  covered  a  dead  and  a 
living  child,  Hugh's  babe  was  asleep,  with  its 
little  lips  resting  on  its  brother's  cold  breast. 

''  It  is  all  God's  doing,"  groaned  O'Neil, 
dragging  his  lank  body  along  the  damp  floor 
to  reach  his  dying  wife,  who  was  now  making 
her  last  confession. 

It  was  with  difficulty  that  the  priest  dragged 
Hervey  out  of  this  abode  of  desolation.     Close 
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by  a  fresh  grave  stood  an  old  spade-like  and 
aged  sexton  ready  to  burrow  for  the  dead  at  a 
moment's  notice  :  nor  was  that  moment  far 
distant. 

The  priest,  with  his  coat  off,  carried  some- 
thing which  it  covered  ;  large  drops  stood  out 
on  his  bared  head  ;  in  silence  he  laid  down  the 
small  load 

When  the  priest  took  the  coat  from  the  dead 
body,  and  laid  the  child  in  the  grave  with  a 
deep  groan,  he  said, 

''Though  naked,  your  cold  bed  will  be  no 
colder." 

Hervey  was  instinctively  drawing  off  his 
own  to  cover  the  child. 

"  ]N'o,"  said  the  Curate,  *'  this  is  no  time  for 
ceremony,"  and  crumbling  some  soil  over  the 
little  form  he  bade  him  fill  it  in,  himself  re- 
turning to  the  hut. 

The  first  shovel- full  he  let  fall  on  that  white 
face  made  him  feel  as  if  he  had  smothered  a 
sleeping     babe       With    head    turned    away, 
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Hervey  resumed  and  finished  his  strange  un- 
dertaking ;  and  then  sat  down  on  the  mound 
he  had  thrown  up,  sick  at  heart. 

"  The  scenes  of  this  night  and  morning  are 
as  fearful  to  me  as  novel,"  said  Hervey. 

"Would  to  Heaven  I  could  say  the  same," 
sighed  the  priest,  as  they  left  the  hovel. 

If  possible,  the  sunken  holes  covered  with 
sods  appeared  more  gloomy  by  daylight,  per- 
haps because  the  faces  which  emerged,  spoke 
more  plainly  of  starvation,  with  the  sun  shining, 
as  if  in  mockery,  on  them. 

They  passed  once  white- washed  mud  walls, 
now  covered  with  green  blotches,  as  if  the 
raging  contagion  which  was  consuming  the 
starving  peasantry,  was  tainting  things  inani- 
mate. Fever  had  unfurled  his  flag  among 
these  miserable  holdings.  One  look  around  on 
the  land  spoke  volumes ;  it  was  untouched,  un- 
filled ;  the  only  soil  recently  turned  was  the 
red  clay  in  the  burying-ground,  where  the 
putrid  bodies  were  thrown  into  such  shallow 
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graves,  that  it  made  Hervey's  skin  creep  while 
he  stared  with  disgust  on  the  earth  around  the 
mounds,  which  heaved,  and  then  sent  forth 
blotched  worms,  as  if  they  too  had  caught  the  fell 
pJague  from  the  tainted  food  on  which  they  fed. 
Lank  and  lean  dogs  howled  amongst  the  graves ; 
some,  perhaps,  from  hunger ;  others,  perchance, 
for  those  they  missed. 

The  grass  was  blackened  by  the  March  wind ; 
the  trees  seemed  to  have  made  vain  attempts 
to  bud;  even  the  evergreens  were  speckled 
and  shrunken,  as  if  diseased. 

As  Hervey  looked  around  him,  he  thought  a 
curse  had  lit  on  the  spot. 

Father  Tracey  led  him  to  the  farmer's  where 
their  horses  were ;  here  they  were  welcomed 
with  a  good  meal.  A  sorrowful  repast  it  was 
to  the  Englishman.  The  priest,  after  two 
tumblers  of  punch  became  quite  chatty,  in- 
quiring for  the  plough  horses  by  name,  and 
how  many  pigs  old  Bess  had,  and  a  variety  of 
questions  equally  gratifying  to  the  farmer,  who 
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was  quite  put  out  that  his  holiness  would  not 
let  him  mix  a  third  glass  before  he  left. 

Shortly  afterwards  Father  Tracey  and  his 
companion  Avere  riding  on  the  high  road  to- 
wards home  ;  the  former  had  no  end  of  amusing 
anecdotes  to  while  away  the  journey.  IN'ot 
wishing  to  be  seen  by  the  policCj  lest  they 
might  form  some  idea  of  where  they  had  been, 
the  priest  proposed  remaining  at  a  small  inn 
till  dusk,  strongly  recommending  Hervey  to 
follow  his  example,  and  make  up  for  last 
night's  want  of  rest  by  going  to  bed. 

Father  Tracey,  from  being  accustomed  to 
such  scenes,  slept  soundly ;  his  friend  lay 
thinking  for  many  an  hour,  then  dozed  just  as 
it  was  time  to  mount  again.  It  was  on  the 
stroke  of  ten  when  they  reached  Frank  Young's 
farm,  by  which  they  had  to  pass. 

''  All  is  not  right  here,"  whispered  the 
priest,  pointing  to  a  cart,  around  whose  wheels 
was  wound  a  straw  rope ;  the  horse's  hoofs 
were  muffled. 
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At  first  Hervey  did  not  see  anything,  but  on 
looking  closely  into  the  small  plantation,  he 
discovered  not  one,  but  eight  or  ten  carts, 
with  a  driver  lying  noiselessly  in  the  bottom 
of  each.     His  curiosity  was  instantly  roused. 

^'What  do  vou  want,  sir?"  asked  James 
Young,  stepping  out,  and  addressing  him  re- 
spectfully, but  determinedly. 

'•  On  my  word,  m.y  good  fellow,  I  hardly 
know  how  to  answer  the  question." 

"  Then,  sir,  take  my  advice,  if  you  are  not 
come  to  help  us,  leave  at  once." 

"  Your  language  is  rather  peremptory,"  re- 
plied Hervey,  sternly. 

Father  Tracey  at  once  interfered,  calling 
out — 

''Boys,  you  intend  lightening  the  farm — 
that  is  the  night's  fun,  is  it  ?  Well !  every 
man  to  his  thinking — it  is  no  business  of  ours. 
Bad  work  !  bad  work !" 

"  If  I  have  offended  vou,  sir,"  said  James  to 
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Hervey,  ^^  I  did  not  mean  to  do  so;  promise 
not  to  say  a  word  about  what  you  have  seen." 
Hervey  hesitated,  and  looked  at  the  priest. 
^^  We  do  not  ask  those  of  his  cloth,"  re- 
marked the  young  farmer,  quickly ;  ^^  for 
though  oar  creeds  do  not  tally  on  other 
points,  we  agree  on  this,"  pointing  to  the 
carts  ;  ^^  men  of  both  religions  are  in  them." 

'''  How  many  keepers  has  he  on  you  ?"  asked 
Father  Tracey. 

^*  Ten,  for  he  has  had  a  hint ;  I  think  that 
old  rascal,  Nowlan,  sold  us." 

^'  How  many  have  you  with  you  ?" 
^*  Nearly  two  score  of  the  neighbours." 
''  What  does  old  Frank  say  to  it  ?" 
'^  We  persuaded   the  girls  and  him  to  keep 
from  home  to-night.     My  father  paid  the  rent, 
and    received    Doyle's   receipt   on    the   night 
O'Neil  shot  at  him,   and  now  he  is  driving  for 
it,  though  he  knows  in  his  heart  that  it  was 
settled.      Somehow  the  old   man  mislaid  the 
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receipt  on  that  very  night,  so  we  are  obliged, 
to  save  ourselves  from  ruin,  to  take  tlie  law 
into  our  own  hands,  as  it  will  not  help  us.'' 

The  priest  shook  his  head,  but  made  no 
further  comment. 

Wiien  Hervey,  on  his  return  to  Talbot  Hall, 
learnt  that  Lucy,  her  father,  mother,  and  Mr. 
Butterworth  were  gone  to  spend  the  evening 
at  Colonel  Dawson's,  he  thought  over  all  lie 
had  seen  in  so  short  a  time.  After  a  few 
glasses  of  wine  and  soD:ie  slight  refreshment, 
he  determined  on  returning  towards  Frank 
Young's  farm,  and,  if  possible,  become  a  neutral 
witness  (himself  unseen)  of  an  Irish  night- 
lifting  ;  though  foreseeing  many  objections,  so 
much  had  his  curiosity  been  roused  by  the 
glimpse  of  preparatory  movements,  that  in 
spite  of  risks  and  the  dictates  of  reason  vv^hich 
forbade  him  goingj  he  started  on  foot,  trusting 
to  chance  to  effect  his  object.  When  within 
two  hundred  yards  of  the  place,  two  men, 
placed  as  scouts,  walked  slowly  past,  then  re- 
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tracing  their  steps,  brushed  against  him  ;  their 
faces  were  disguised  !  being  moonlight,  Hervey^ 
could  discern  the  butt  of  a  pistol  protruding 
from  the  nearer  person. 

*' Fine  evening,"  he  remarked,  as  they  re- 
passed for  the  third  time. 

^'  Your  honor  may  find  it  hot  and  dirty 
enough  if  you  do  not  turn  back." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  that?"  asked  Her- 
vey,  determined  to  keep  cool. 

^'  Did  your  honor  ever  sit  on  his  haunches 
for  a  couple  of  hours  with  a  gag  in  his  mouth, 
and  a  brave  cord  tying  his  arms  quite  genteel 
behind  the  back  ?" 

"  You  draw  a  situation  I  do  not  wish  ever 
to  be  placed  in,"  replied  Hervey,  laughing. 

'^ Faith!  the  quicker  you  walk  back,  the 
further  you  will  be  from  the  chance." 

"  But  suppose  my  inclinations  are  to  go  on." 

''  Then  I  will  just  whistle  for  the  company 
to  give  your  honor  the  proper  welcome."  He 
put  his  fingers  to  his  mouth  and  gave  a  shrill 
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note,   which  was  taken  up  in  three  different 
quarters  in  answer. 

Having  gone  so  far,  he  felt  ashamed  to  turn 
back  ;  the  scouts  kept  him  in  view  till  they 
saw  a  larger  party  join  him,  then  returned  to 
their  former  post. 

^'  You  must  go  back,"  said  James  Young, 
meeting  him  a  little  farther  on,  ^^  or  take  the 
oath  ;  no  man  comes  here  to-night  that  does 
not.'' 

Hervey  hesitated  ;  at  last  he  replied  that  he 
would  not  go  back,  nor  take  any  oath,  but 
promised,  if  left  to  himself,  to  remain  neutral. 

^^  We  have  rules  among  us,  sir,"  said  James, 
the  only  man  who  seemed  to  disdain  disguise  ; 
^^  and  though  I  do  not  misdoubt  your  word, 
and  trust  you  would  not  return  bad  for  good — 
for  you  are  the  gentleman  who  was  brought 
here  wounded,  and  who  we  treated  civilly — still 
I  am  sworn  to  secure  every  man  who  comes 
here  to-night  that  does  not  belong  to  our 
cause;  to  attempt  to  defend  yourself  against 
D  3 
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thirty  and  better  of  armed  men  would  be  proper 
foolishness ;  you  must  take  it  quite  easy,  and 
let  your  arms  bo  pinioned ;  the  gag  shall  not 
be  used  unless  you  give  us  trouble." 

Hervey  received  this  intelligence  fiercely  ; 
losing  his  temper,  and  forgetting  he  was  quite 
in  their  power,  he  called  out,  ^'  Let  a  man 
dare  lay  finger  on  me,  and — "  Before  the 
sentence  was  finished  a  score  of  hands  were  on 
him,  and  as  he  lay  struggling  on  the  ground, 
they  secured  his  arms.  Feeling  that  further 
resistance  was  useless,  he  rem.ained  quite 
passive,  and  even  thought  that  thus  bound  his 
object  might  yet  be  gained,  for  they  led  him  to 
the  farm-house  ;  here,  all  but  James  left ;  the 
two  remained  alone  in  the  kitchen.  The  young 
farmer  broke  the  awkward  pause. 

*'  It  was  very  foolish,  sir,  to  come ;  we  have 
sworn  to  secure  every  one  who  intrudes  to- 
night; if  I  used  you  hard,  remember  we 
acted  for  our  own  safety.  Keep  quiet — there 
is  Don  Juan  for  you  to  read;  it  is  a  grand 
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book ;  with  a  pipe  and  the  fire  you  will  be 
quite  comfortable  and  delightful  when  you 
know  it  is  from  no  ill-will  you  are  here — now 
I  must  leave  you."    - 

^'  What  strange  noises  do  I  hear  ?"  asked 
Hervey,  looking  suspiciously  towards  the  door 
of  a  a  adjoining  apartment. 

"  The  keepers  all  tied,  and  the  troublesome 
ones  gagged;  I  must  go." 

The  Englishman  went  to  the  window  when 
he  found  himself  alone,  it  was  barred  and  well 
secured ;  next  to  the  door  from  whence  the 
sounds  of  struggling  issued,  it  was  locked  ; 
pinioned  as  he  was  he  felt  his  utter  helplessness 
to  assist,  even  if  he  should  wish.  Through  a 
crevice  in  the  panel  he  saw,  by  the  light  of  a 
candle  which  stood  on  the  table,  ten  figures 
laying  on  their  backs,  two  of  whom  were 
gagged  and  still  remained  refractory;  the  others 
had  submitted  to  their  fate,  after  a  hard  fight — 
to  which  their  faces  bore  evidence  ;  over  them 
stood  James'  two  brothers,  so  disguised  it  was 
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impossible  to  recognise  them  ;  each  held  a 
pistol,  and  remained  silently  watching  the 
prisoners. 

Presently  the  kitchen  door  opened,  and  the 
night's  work  began  briskly ;  they  did  not  seem 
to  mind  the  Englishman,  appearing  rather  to 
court  his  attention. 

"  Listen  to  the  cricket,  boys,"  said  one,  "  she 
is  calling  out  '  be  quick !'  *  be  quick  !'  " 

^'  A  fine  big  house  the  little  lady,"  called  out 
another,  '^  will  have  all  to  herself  in  the  morn- 
ing ;  and  plenty  of  room  to  stretch  her  bandy 
legs  and  dance  with  the  fairies." 

Meantime  the  furniture  flew  from  hand  to 
hand  to  those  without,  who  piled  it  on  the 
carts.  Through  the  open  door  Hervey  saw 
swarms  of  people,  who  had  come  to  help  ;  they 
were  pulling  down  the  stacks  at  a  great  rate ; 
and,  as  each  load  moved  noiselessly  away  on 
the  deadened  wheels,  he  wondered  at  the  still- 
ness with  which  so  noisy  a  people  carried  on 
their  operations. 
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Already  had  they  cleared  all  the  household 
goods,  swept  a  great  portion  of  corn  away,  and 
filled  sacks  with  grain  from  the  barn,  when  a 
whistle  was  heard  which  was  replied  to  by  the 
different  ont-posts.  A  terrible  bustle  ensued,  they 
redoubled  their  efforts  to  finish  lading  the  crowd 
of  carts.  A  few  minutes  later  a  man  rushed  up 
to  announce  that  Doyle,  with  the  police,  was 
coming  to  the  rescue.  Like  magic  the  towering 
loads  vanished  noiselessly  ;  and  in  a  few  seconds 
afterwards  the  haggarth  was  tenantless  and 
still  as  death.  Then  followed  a  straggling  shot, 
and  now  and  again  a  wild  yell. 

Hervey,  in  the  general  rush,  got  out  un- 
noticed ;  and  stood  listening,  with  no  pleasant 
feeling,  (bound  as  he  was),  to  the  increased 
firing  and  incessant  shouts.  Curiosity  led  him 
in  the  direction  of  the  plantation — where  the 
strife  seemed  to  be  hottest.  As  he  passed  a 
hollow  ash,  a  blow  from  a  black- thorn  stick  fell 
on  his  hat,  almost  stunning  him ;  staggering  he 
turned  to  seize  the  person,  forgetting  his  arms 
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were  pinioned.  E'owlan,  springing  from  his 
concealment,  ran  away;  and  while  Hervey 
leant  against  the  tree,  to  recover  himself,  he 
heard  the  cry  of  *^  black  wolf !'' 

A  figure  came  reeling  towards  Hervey,  with 
a  deep  gash  on  his  cheek ;  from  which  the 
blood  flowed  in  a  thick  stream. 
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CHAPTEE    III. 


!N"oT  wishing  to  be  discovered  with  his  arms 
pinioned,  Hervey  sought  to  remain  concealed 
from  the  police  who  approached  the  spot. 

Doyle  at  once  acknowledged  that  he  and 
James  Young  had  met  and  had  had  a  hard 
fight ;  confessing  the  young  farmer  bade  him 
peal  off  his  coat,  swearing  he  would  not  call 
for  assistance  let  the  battle  go  as  it  might. 

Kennedy  cut  Hervey' s  bindings,  and  sought 
to  gain  information  ;  but  this  he  did  not  deem 
D  5 
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himself  called  on  to  give  ,  when  he  considered 
that  to  him  James  had  behaved  well. 

There  was  not  time  allowed  for  further  par- 
ley; the  yelling  and  hooting  became  more 
threatening ;  and  just  as  the  word  ^'  forward  " 
was  given,  the  loud  and  repeated  cry  of  "  the 
black  wolf!''  *^  the  black  wolf !"  rang  on  the 
night  air. 

'^  It  is  all  a  plot  to  get  us  away  from  the 
farm  yard,"  said  the  officer  to  Hervey ;  who 
remained  at  his  side,  determined  to  see  the 
affair  through. 

"I  fancy  not,"  remarked  the  latter  ;  ^' for 
some  one,  concealed  in  that  hollow  ash,  struck 
me  a  heavy  blow  as  I  passed,  and  ran  away  in- 
stantly.   Might  it  not  have  been  that  ruffian  ?" 

^^  That  is  no  proof ;  for  any  Irish  peasant^  in 
his  excitement,  could  hardly  refrain  from  such 
a  temptation  as  having  a  quiet  crack  at  your 
head.  Hush  !"  jumping  to  the  fence  skirting 
the  plantation,  ^'  they  are  up  at  the  haggartli ; 
I  can  see  them  moving  across  the  moon ;  the 
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'  black  wolf '  is  a  feint.  Trail  arms  ;  stoop 
lower,  men ;  the  fence  hides  us.  Over  with 
you  now — creep  on  all  fours — there,  steady — 
lie  still  for  a  few  moments,  till  I  see  what  they 
are  at  !" 

"  The  stacks  are  all  gone,"  whispered 
Hervey.  "  I  can  just  discern  one  man  going 
about  plying  the  workers  with  liquor,  they 
seem  to  be  getting  less  cautious." 

*'  Up  men  and  among  them  !"  shouted  Ken- 
nedy, jumping  the  low  wall,  followed  by 
Hervey  and  his  party. 

The  night  lifters  were  not  prepared  for  so 
sudden  an  attack ;  believing,  from  the  firing 
which  the  officer  had  ordered  Berrigan  and 
two  of  the  police  to  keep  up  in  the  plantation, 
that  the  whole  force  was  there.  In  consequence 
of  this  mistake,  twelve  carts,  heavily  laden 
with  wheat,  were  secured,  the  drivers  running 
in 'different  directions.  Kennedy  hurried  after 
the  crowd  which  was  rushing  into  the  farm- 
house, and,  as  they  reached  it,  the  entrance  was 
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barred,  and  the  windows  swarming  with  crape- 
covered  faces. 

¥/'ith  very  little  trouble  they  forced  their 
way ;  indeed  so  easily  that  Kennedy  warned 
the  Englishman  that  there  would  be  hot  work, 
and  entreated  him  to  keep  out  of  harm's 
way^ — but  to  no  purpose. 

In  a  few  minutes  a  second  door  was  forced  ; 
and  the  men  were  rushing  forward  when  their 
officer  called  out  loudly  to  keep  back  ; 
certain,  from  the  stillness,  that  something  was 
intended. 

Hervey,  unable  to  restrain  his  curiosity, 
went  straight  to  the  room  where  he  had  seen 
the  keepers ;  it  was  open  and  untenanted ;  froni 
thence  he  proceeded  up  the  stairs,  regardless  of 
Kennedy's  repeated  warnings. 

"You  are  very  foolish,  sir,"  whispered  a 
voice  close  to  him,  on  the  dark  landing,  '^  for 
Heaven's  sake  be  advised,  go  back  at  once, 
they  have  sworn  to  a  man  to  show  fight  if  they 
cannot  escape  ;  there  are  men  here,  to-night^ 
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I  would  give  any  thing  had  not  come — some 
of  them  have  drank  hard — listen  to  them — 
yelling  now  for  the  police  to  come  on." 

Hervey  knew  that  the  speaker  was  Young, 
but  would  not  hearken  to  him.  Ee  saw,  by 
the  light  of  a  lantern,  a  mass  of  human  beings, 
all  crowding  towards  an  open  window,  whilst 
at  the  door,  stood  a  party  with  guns  and 
weapons  of  all  sorts,  to  protect  the  entrance, 
till  all  should  have  escaped.  He  sought 
O'Shane.  James  dragged  him  back  into  a 
recess,  and  implored  him  to  remain  silent. 
!N'ext  instant  Young  bounded  forward,  and 
slamming  the  door,  tried  to  hurry  the  rioters, 
for  already  was  heard  the  tramp  of  the  police 
ascending. 

*•  Come  on  1"  roared  a  voice. 

'^Forward!  Charge  them  P'  shouted  Ken- 
nedy, "  make  them  all  prisoners." 

They  rushed  quickly  along  the  passage,  by 
the  light  of  their  dark  lanterns,  from  which 
they  removed  the  shades ;  the  door  vv^as  heavily 
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ban-ed  witliin.  With  the  butt  ends  of  their 
muskets  they  battered  till  the  house  re-echoed 
their  thundering  blows,  at  last  the  panels 
flew,  and  in  a  second  more  an  opening,  big 
enough  to  admit  a  man,  was  effected. 

*'  Stand  back,"  called  out  James  Young, 
pointing  a  gun,  and  placing  himself  in  front  of 
the  aperture  to  protect  the  retreat  of  the  few 
who  still  remained,  '^  I  am  in  my  own  house, 
and  if  fired  on,  I  shall  return  the  shot,  this  is 
my  castle,  and  the  law  allows  me  to  defend  it. 
We  owe  no  rent,  it  is  paid.'' 

The  officer  paused  for  a  second  in  consider- 
ation, and  the  next  instant,  as  he  forced  his 
body  through,  called  out  to  his  men — 

"  Level  your  muskets  !  if  he  fires,  seal  his 
fate." 

James  looked  round  ;  the  rioters  had 
vanished  ;  springing  to  the  window,  he  jumped 
on  to  the  ladder,  only  escaping  by  Hervey  in- 
tentionally retarding  Kennedy's  pursuit.  A 
loud  yelling  greeted  them,  one  disguised  per- 
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son  who  was  ]S"owlan,  raised  his  head  with 
difficulty,  snatched  a  large  horse  pistol  from  a 
man  at  his  side,  and  was  in  the  act  of  pulling 
the  trigger,  when  Young  struck  up  the  muzzle 
and  thus  saved  Hervey'a  life,  the  ball  striking 
close  over  his  head.  As  they  drew  away  the 
ladder,  a  shout  of  derision  met  the  police,  all 
chance  of  pursuing  the  night  lifters  in  that  di- 
rection, was  at  an  end.  Instantly  the  officer 
ordered  his  men  back  to  the  lower  floor ;  the 
kitchen  door- way  was  filled  with  ploughs  and 
harrows,  forming  a  barrier  to  their  egress,  not 
easily  removed,  besides  a  cart  load  of  hay 
backed  against  it,  the  windows  too,  were  well 
secured,  and  whilst  Kennedy  stood  grinding 
his  teeth  in  rage,  when  he  discovered  the  trap, 
Hervey  rushed  down  to  inform  him  that  the 
night  lifters  had  secured  Berrigan  and  the  two 
police.  The  panes  were  smashed  quick  as 
thought,  but  the  oaken  shutters  doggedly  re- 
sisted. In  this  situation  the  cry  of  fire  burst 
from  several  voices  in  an  adjoining  apartment. 
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Hervey  ran  towards  it,  there,  on  the  floor,  lay 
the  keepers,  rolling  in  terror,  for,  from  a  small 
coal-hole  under  the  stairs  issued  a  fearful  smell, 
its  suffocating  power  had  reached  them,  wreaths 
of  dull  smoke  curled  about  the  room,  filling 
their  hearts  with  affright,  as  they  screamed — 

*^  Save  us,  thny  have  fired  the  house  !" 

^'  Inhuman  wTetches  !"  exclaimed  Hervey, 
shouting  to  the  police  for  help. 

Kennedy  was  there  in  a  moment,  with  his 
sword,  cutting  the  cords,  but  so  tightly  had 
they  been  secured,  that  the  circulation  was  im- 
peded, and  the  released  men  sprawled  almost 
helpessly  on  the  floor.  The  battering  at  the 
shutters  w  as  become  terrific,  yet  not  a  plank 
trembled. 

^'  You  incarnate  monster  !"  called  out  Her- 
vey, looking  into  the  coal-hole,  which  was  filled 
with  wood  shavings,  and  darting  at  a  form  that 
tried  to  conceal  itself,  '*  you,  at  least,  shall  not 
escape." 

^'  Sure  Joe  is  not  a  monster,"  mumbled  the 
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creature,  raising  his  scorched  hands  and  singed 
face  while  he  gasped. 

"  What  brought  you  here  ?  Who  else  have 
you  with  you  ?" 

The  old  hound,  no  longer  able  to  bear  the 
heat,  came  out  of  his  hiding  place. 

'^  Pilot  is  afraid  of  the  Agent,  and  when  I 
seen  him  coming  I  hid  the  light  in  the 
shavings." 

Hervey  was  obliged  to  drag  the  crouching 
and  nearly  senseless  creature  away ;  the  dog 
slunk  at  their  heels.  He  called  to  Kennedy, 
who,  in  desperation,  had  taken  one  of  the 
muskets,  and  was  just  effecting  a  breach  at 
another  spot,  when  he  explained  the  cause  of 
fire.  Scarcely  did  they  remain  to  put  it  out, 
so  furious  were  they  to  get  after  the  night 
lifters,  and  so  maddened  at  having  been  en- 
trapped. The  first  sight  which  met  them,  was 
Berrigan,  on  the  broad  of  his  back,  with  a  deep 
cut  on  his  forehead,  and  the  tv,  o  men,  secured 
with  ropes,  both  badly  bruised,  and  their  fire- 
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arms  taken  from  them.  The  whole  body  of 
police  rather  flew  than  rushed  along  ;  the  hag- 
garth  was  still,  all  the  carts  had  disappeared. 

Hervey  returned  to  the  sprawling  men,  two 
of  whom  still  remained  gagged  ;  after  releasing 
them  he  looked  about  for  Joe,  both  he  and  the 
hound  were  gone.  As  he  crept  through  the 
broken  shutter  he  felt  thankful  for  escap- 
ing scot  free ;  for  Kennedy  had  told  him,  in 
parting,  that  his  curiosity  to  judge  of  Irish  life 
by  experience,  would  be  at  the  expense  of  a 
broken  head. 

"•  After  all,  I  am  glad  that  Young  escaped," 
soliloquized  Hervey,  returning  home.  ^*  He 
will  be  off  to  America,  he  has  a  bit  of  the  devil 
in  him — pity  !  for  they  were  all  well  brought 
up  ;  these  night  meetings  are  playing  the  deuce 
with  young  fellows,  a  little  allowance  ought  to 
be  made — perhaps  the  rent  is  really  paid.'' 

As  Hervey  passed  the  widow  Brennan's 
shebeen,  a  light  streaked  through  the  mud- 
cracked  wall ;  instantly  he  placed  an  eye  to 
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the  aperture.  A  turf  fire  burnt  dimly  ;  close  to 
it  sat  Xowlan  in  his  disguise,  watching  eight 
or  ten  men  who  were  washing  the  blood  from 
their  faces,  in  a  bucket  of  water  ;  two  of  them 
sufi'ered  from  bayonet  wounds,  which  the 
widow^  dressed.  Each,  as  he  finished,  addressed 
old  Tim  angrily ;  at  last  they  all  united  in 
clamorously  taxing  him  with  selling  them. 

Thinking  he  was  pretty  secure  in  the  dark, 
Hervey  placed  himself  in  the  most  suitable 
posture  for  watching  their  movements.  At 
first  Nowlan  hung  down  his  head,  as  if  deeply 
grieved  by  their  suspicions ;  then  appealed  to 
their  good  sense  in  an  oily  speech,  with  which 
he  annointed  their  anger,  bragging  that  he  had 
split  that  Saxon  thief's  (Hervey)  prying  skull, 
adding — 

''  Was  it  not  I  who  set  the  cry  going  to 
make  believe  the  black  w  olf  was  there ;  only 
for  James  Young  throwing  up  my  pistol — " 

"  You  old  villain,"  said  Hervey,  to  himself. 
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^*  Doyle  told  me  he  paid  you  well  for  betraying 
them." 

So  intent  was  he  on  gratifying  his  curi- 
osity, that  he  did  not  hear  the  stealthy  tread 
Hearing  him,  till  the  person  laying  a  hand 
roughly  on  his  shoulder,  called  out — 

^^  An  informer,  boys,  an  informer  !" 

The  Englishman  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  seized 
the  fellow,  but  all  he  could  do,  (being  still  weak) 
was  to  prevent  their  outpost  throwing  him.  In 
an  instant  the  night  lifters  Vv^cro  around  Hervey. 

^'  Your  souls  to  blazes,  let  me  at  him," 
shouted  the  disguised  boaster  brandishing  a 
heavy  stick,  and  working  his  tongue  quicker 
than  his  feet,  ''  what  brought  him  here,  who 
the  dickens  is  he  ?" 

Without  deigning  a  reply,  Hervey  struggled 
with  them,  but  soon  was  dragged  intu  the 
shebeen,  (the  woman  instantly  concealing  her- 
self in  an  inner  room,  unwilling  to  be  met,) 
he  could  see  their  eyes  flashing  from  behind 
the  crape,  whilst  the  figure  he  suspected  to  be 
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!N"owlaii's  worked  their  excited  feelings  into 
madness,  with  raw  spirits.  Ilervey  put  on  the 
best  face  he  could,  and  with  his  back  to  the 
wall,  awaited  their  decision,  determined, 
although  against  such  odds,  to  make  a  stand  ; 
escape  was  out  of  the  question.  With  a  break- 
ing heart  he  watched  their  vv'hispered  proceed- 
ings, and  thinking  to  gain  them  over,  said — 

*'  I  am  no  informer  ;  here  is  my  purse ;  let 
me  go  ;  if  there  are  Protestants  among  you,  to 
them  do  I  appeal." 

"  The  devil  blow  the  one,"  called  out  a 
noisy  fellow,  staggering  up  to  him,  with  two 
loaded  sticks ;  good  humoredly  handing  the 
one  to  Hervey,  he  shouted,  ''here  man,  let  us 
have  a  lick  at  each  other  for  diversion,  hew  ! 
for  your  head,  look  out  for  the  backhanded 
slasher  !" 

So  drunk  was  the  fellow,  that  Hervey  found 
little  difficult}'  in  parrying  off  his  blows,  but 
when  I^owlan,  who  had  been  forcing  raw 
liquor  on  the   other?,   urged  them  forward,  he 
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felt,  as  they  came  on  with  yells,  (which  their 
leader  tried  to  hush,  fearing  the  noise  might 
betray  them)  the  dangerous  predicament  in 
which  he  stood.  Holding  his  drunken  antago- 
nist (who  now  insisted  on  kissing  him)  between 
himself  and  the  rioters,  Hervey  edged  towards 
the  door  whilst  his  living  shield  bellowed  out 
lustily — 

"  Bad  scran  to  the  mother  that  bore  you, 
whaling  a  man  in  that  fashion  ;  herrew  !  let 
me  go  !  show  me  fair  play  ! ' 

One  figure  in  particular  watched  every 
opportunity  to  deal  a  deadly  blow,  and  on  him 
Hervey  kept  his  eye ;  all  was  noise  and  strife, 
some  fighting  for  the  purse,  and  others  laying 
about  right  and  left.  Twice  did  he  step 
towards  his  wily  antagonist  to  engage  him, 
but  the  coward  always  slunk  back  in  the 
face  of  danger.  At  last  the  blows  began  to 
shower  so  plentifully  about  him  that  he  could 
hardly  save  his  head,  the  centre  of  general 
attraction   for   the   drunkards'  badly  directed 
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aims  ;  he  felt,  as  his  breath  thickened,  a 
crisis  was  fast  approaching ;  he  was  hardly 
able  to  stand  when  a  horseman  dismounted, 
unheard  in  the  uproar  save  hj  ISTowlan,  who 
immediately  sneaked  away,  and  escaped  through 
a  back  window  without  giving  his  confederates 
the  least  hint. 

*' What  is  all  this?"  called  out  the  rider, 
striding  into  the  cabin  and  throwing  back  his 
big  cloak,  from  which  he  drew  a  lantern. 

A  blackthorn  sounded  on  the  intruder's 
beaver. 

"  What !  strike  the  parish  priest,  you  hea- 
then!" shouted  the  new  comer,  pitching  off 
the  cumbersome  arti  le  of  dress,  and  raising 
the  light  to  their  faces. 

"  Father  Tracey  !  by  gorra  !"  exclaimed  one 
of  them  felling  the  man  who  had  struck  with- 
out knowing  it  was  he. 

^^  IN'ot  a — a — mother's  son  of  you,"  called 
out  Father  Tracey  in  a  Stentorian  voice,  '^  but 
I  will  turn  into  a   pillar  of  salt  this  blessed 
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minute  if  you  do  not  fall  on  your  knees  before 
I  pronounce  the  words." 

In  an  instant  they  were  down,  some  falling 
almost  flat.  Hervey  could  not  help  smiling 
as  he  looked  on  the  ricketty  squad  trying  to 
prop  each  other,  and  with  just  sense  enough 
left  to  draw  the  crape  well  over  tiieir  faces. 

^'  Don't  think  to  hide  your  rascally  counte- 
nances from  me,"  resumed  the  priest  in  a 
tone  of  declamatory  thunder,  *^  you  scum  of  the 
earth  !  Patrick  Fagan,"  whom  his  own  party 
had  handled  so  roughly  as  partly  to  have  torn 
off  the  disguise  from  his  face,  "  I  can  see  your 
black  heart  shining  through  your  flaming  eyes 
as  if  Satan  was  belching  Are  from  them,  to  me 
darkness  is  light,  the  blackest  crape  cannot 
conceal  you ;  I  tell  you  Patrick  Pagan,  I 
know  you  ! " 

"  Glory  be  to  your  Holiness,  it  is  me  sure 
enougb,"  groaned  the  culprit. 

'^  I  v/ould  call  every  man  of  you  (looking  at 
them,  but  unable  to  make  one  out)  by  name, 
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but  I  do  not  wish  to  expose  your  seed  and 
breed  before  a  stranger," 

"  It  is  his  reverence  that  is  the  kind  Father 
to  us,"  muttered  another. 

"  How  dare  you  interrupt  me,  you  vulture 
of  iniquity ;  did  I  not  see  you  aim  a  whack 
at  that  gentleman's  head  which  would  have  for 
ever  extinguished  the  light  of  religion  and 
reason  from  his  eye- sight.  If  every  one  of  you 
does  not  take  his  ugly  carcass  out  of  this 
before  I  recall  my  malediction  on  Patrick 
Fagan,  I  don't  know  what  I  may  do  in 
my—" 

They  did  not  wait  for  the  sentence  to  be 
finished,  each  hustling  his  neighbour  back  to 
crawl  out  first,  whilst  Father  Tracey  whacked 
them  in  sound  earnest  with  his  horsewhip  as 
they  jammed  up  the  door  in  their  eagerness 
to  escape.  Patrick  Fagan  alone  remained,  a 
trembling  statue. 

^^  Not  a  happorth  of  good  poor  Paddy  will 
ever  do  in  this  world  again,"   mumbled    the 
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last  fellow  who  got  the  heaviest  crack  for 
looking  back,  ^^  I  saw  him  with  my  own  two 
eyes  with  the  legs  gone  clean  from  under  him, 
and  he  sitting  quite  natural  on  the  hunkers ; 
did  ever  one  hear  the  like  to  go  rise  a  hand  to 
the  Parish  Priest.  Musha,  what  a  whelt  he 
fetched  me,  it  will  speak  for  me  in  the  other 
world." 

The  widow  did  not  escape  her  share ;  Father 
Tracey,  without  the  formality  of  announcing 
himself,  entered  her  sleeping-room,  where  she 
lay  in  bed  feigning  slumber,  but  instantly 
setting  forth  a  wailing  cry  on  being  unceremo- 
niously roused. 

^^  Crocodile  of  a  woman  !^'  exclaimed  the 
priest,  "hold  your  false  tears,"  shaking  his  whip 
without  touching  her,  "  or  I  will  pronounce 
two  words,  one  of  which  will  suffice  to  bring 
the  scraws  and  roof  about  your  wicked  ears  ; 
how  dare  you  try  to  deceive  me  ?  If  the  cock 
should  crow  this  blessed  minute,  you  would 
be  a  born  natural  for  the  rest  of  your  life." 
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Callous  as  was  the  woman,  Hervey  was 
surprised  to  see  how  she  quailed  beneath  the 
priest's  threats,  while  he  held  the  lantern 
over  her. 

When  Father  Tracey  had  frightened  her 
head  under  the  tattered  blanket,  he  returned 
to  Hervey,  who  could  not  possibly  refrain 
from  a  smile. 

^'  Fitter  for  you  to  thank  your  Maker  for 
the  narrow  escape  you  have  had,"  said  the 
priest,  turning  his  back  on  him  to  chastise 
poor  Patrick  soundly,  who  roared  at  every 
blow — 

^^  Lay  on,  your  holiness ;  more  power  to 
your  arm.'' 

''  Now,  you  mortal  sinner,  get  up  and  be 
thankful  that  I  did  not  turn  you  into  a  real 
pagan  heathen ;  go  home  this  same  minute, 
and  mind  you  stand  up  in  the  middle  of  the 
chapel  for  two  Sundays  to  let  the  parishioners 
see  what  drink  will  bring  a  Christian  to ; 
E  2 
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making  a  wild  beast  of  himself  without  sense 
to  know  his  Father  confessor." 

^^  My  blessing  on  your  holiness  for  being  so 
easy  with  me." 

^^  Your  blessing  !  you  reprobate  !"  exclaimed 
the  priest,  aiming  a  parting  blow. 

^'  You  may  be  thankful,"  said  Father  Tracey 
turning  to  Hervey,  who  oould  hardly  command 
his  laughter,  ^^  that  1  came  when  I  did,  or 
perhaps  you  would  feel  less  inclined  for  merri- 
ment at  this  moment ;  I  urged  you  to  go  home, 
and  only  for  that  poor  Mr.  Butterworth  coming 
to  me  in  the  greatest  distress  about  your 
absence,  you  might  never  have  gone — " 

He  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  but  wiping 
his  flushed  face,  prepared  to  depart. 

Hervey  feeling  how  much  he  was  indebted 
to  the  priest,  expressed  his  regret  so  warmly, 
that  Father  Tracey,  taking  his  hand,  and  un- 
bending, said  with  a  smile — 

^'  Well   then,   I  will  not  turn   you  into   a 
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pillar  of  salt  this  time,''  then,  lifting  a  bottle 
from  the  chimney  corner,  "  here,  taste  a  drop 
of  this  ;  you  are  very  warm  and  I  am  terribly 
hot,  it  will  do  us  good  before  we  face  the 
night  air." 

As  they  moved  along  the  road  (the  priest 
leading  his  horse)  Hervey  was  going  to  tell 
his  companion  all  that  had  taken  place,  when 
the  latter  laughingly  said — 

"  You  can  tell  me  nothing  that  I  cannot 
divine ;  I  do  not  wish  to  know ;  good  night, 
you  ought  to  sleep  well  to-night,  if  your  head 
does  not  ache." 

With  this  parting  salutation  he  mounted 
his  horse,  faced  him  at  a  ditch,  and  though 
shaken  from  the  saddle,  turned  round  in  re- 
gaining his  seat,  saying — 

"  I  can  laugh  with  you  this  time  at  my  bad 
riding,  oh  !  if  he  was  well  mounted,"  then 
joining  Hervey  again,  ^*  did  you  hear  that  Sir 
Henry  Gale  and  Captain  Leslie  have  offered  to 
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back  him  against  Tom  Darcy's  Pioneer  for  a 
big  sum?" 

"  Darcy  told  me  that  Leslie  rode  him  beau- 
tifully on  the  night  I  was  wounded," 

'*  The  Baronet  is  to  ride  my  horse,  so  I  un- 
derstood Mr.  Talbot,  who  is  a  great  man  for 
getting  up  a  little  sport ;  he  came  to  me  about 
it.  By  my  word,  I  have  a  mind  to  let  them 
run  him,  it  would  be  delightful ;  sure  1  could 
just  take  a  quiet  peep  at  the  race  from  behind 
a  hay-rick ;  what  harm  if  the  Bishop  himself 
knew  I  was  on  the  course  ;  here,"  getting  off, 
**  just  you  take  him  over  a  pop  or  two,  if  the 
lads'  cracks  have  not  made  your  joints  too  stiff; 
he  wants  no  spur,  except  at  water — give  him 
his  head — grand !"  shouted  the  delighted  priest, 
*^  one  turn  more  before  the  moon  is  clouded — 
holy  Peter  !  what  a  fly  !" 

A  dark  cloud  put  a  stop  to  their  enjoyment, 
for  both  were  pleased.  The  priest,  as  he 
mounted,  exclaimed,  after  a  moment's  consi- 
deration— 
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"  On  my  conscience  I  will  let  him  run  !" 

"  A  few  peas  would  improve  his  condition 
mixed  with  the  oats." 

"  Peas  !  I  once  fed  him  on  them,  and  he 
threw  me  twice  before  I  got  back  from  Timmy 
O'Connor's  wedding — no,  no,  people  had  my 
name  in  their  mouths  for  months  after  for  no 
good  !  Peas  are  fit  to  make  him  jump  out  of 
his  skin;  that  was  terrible  strong  dew  the 
widow  Brennan  keeps,  it  makes  my  eyes  dance, 
it  is  fine  to  warm  the  breath  in  the  night  air." 

There  was  such  a  comical  expression  of 
gravity  in  the  priest's  countenance  that  Hervey 
thought  to  himself,  "This  accounts  for  our 
high  spirits." 
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CHAPTEE  IV. 


A  GOOD  night's  rest  had  been  most 'accept- 
able to  Hervey ;  on  the  morrow  he  rose 
refreshed  in  body,  but  unhappy  in  mind ;  for 
Lucy  and  he  were  still  as  cool  to  each  other,  as 
they  had  been  since  the  day  Sister  Agnes  had 
roused  her  jealousy.  When  they  met  at  break- 
fast it  was  with  beating  hearts,  both  affecting 
an  ease  in  the  other's  presence  quite  foreign 
from  their  agitated  feelings. 

Emma  Dawson  made  an  early  call,  flirted 
with  Hervey  (who  shortly  after  her  entrance 
left  them)  asked,  with   apparent  indifference  of 


TALBOT   HALIi.  81 

Lucy,  whether  Captain  Leslie  had  accepted 
Mrs.  Talbot's  invitation. 

^^He  declined  a  week  ago,  but  we  intend 
asking  him  personally,  Ada  and  I — will  you 
join  us  ?  A  petition  so  backed  will  flatter  his 
feelings,  he  could  not  refuse,  what  think  you  ?" 

^'  I,  why  should  it  give  me  a  thought  ?'' 
Hervey  re-entered  the  room  at  this  moment,  ^*  I 
would  not  press  any  gentleman." 

''  You  intend  seconding  the  motion,  Miss 
Dawson,  at  least  1  hope  so." 

'^  If  I  am  appealed  to,  Mr.  Hervey,  in  his 
presence,"  replied  Emma,  colouring,  and  draw- 
ing up,  '4n  politeness  I  could  not  refuse — 
otherwise,  his  coming  does  not,  cannot  affect 
me." 

^'  Here  is  cousin  Tom,  and  Captain  Leslie, 
how  fortunate." 

Lucy    ran    out    to    meet    them ,  and   said 

to  the  latter,   in  her  playiul  way,   ''  You  are 

come  to  say  you  have  changed  your  mind ;  I 
E  5 
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am  so  glad — mama  will  be  delighted  to  hear 
you  are  coming." 

Emma  listened  attentively ;  she  only  bowed 
to  him,  but  shook  hands  with  Darcy ;  Leslie 
returned  the  salutation  courteously,  and  bent 
his  head  to  Lucy. 

^*  Don't  say  no,  Captain  Leslie^  show  your- 
self generous — why  immure  yourself  up  in  an 
hotel  as  if  we  were  all  too  dangerous  to  asso- 
ciate with ;  put  aside  your  serious  look,  and 
repeat  after  me — ^  With  pleasure,  Miss  Tal- 
bot.'— Do  let  me  tell  mama  you  are  corning 
— every  one  will  laugh  at  me  if  I  fail.  I 
was  vain  enough  to  hope — will  no  one  support 
me?"  looking  to  Emma  in  particular,  who 
turned  away. 

'^  It  grieves  me  to  refuse  so  fair  a  petitioner ; 
but— but— I " 

^'  Ladies,"  interrupted  Ada,  coming  to  Lucy's 
aid,  "have  excluded  buts  from  their  dic- 
tionaries ;  where  there  is  a  will,  Captain  Leslie, 
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there  is  a  way — is  not  that  true  ?  Do  Dot 
invent  excuses." 

^^Why  press  Captain  Leslie  against  his 
wish,"  chimed  in  Emma ;  *'  he  knows  best 
whether  his  accepting  is  likely  to  be  agreeable 
or  disagreeable  to  himself." 

Unprepared  for  Miss  Dawson's  shaft,  he 
bowed  in  token  of  assent  to  what  she  said. 

^^  Come  you  must,  if  I  take  you  by  force  !" 
exclaimed  Darcy. 

^'  Very  complimentary  to  you  and  your 
friends,  Lucy  !"  ejaculated  Emma,  half  angrily. 

"  What  answer  am  I  to  take  to  mama  ?" 

^'  That  I  deeply  regret,"  colouring  and  check- 
ing himself,  '^  tell  Mrs.  Talbot  that  I  think  my 
motive  for  declining  is  not  unknown  to  her." 

Each  sought  an  explanation  in  the  other's 
face.  Gale,  who  had  loitered  behind,  now 
came  up. 

^•What  can  be  his  reason?"  asked  Miss 
Dawson,  drawing  Lucy  from  the  rest  of  the 
group,  as  they  all  walked  down  the  lawn,  ^'  I 


84  TALBOT   HALL. 

am  almost  sorry  for  speaking  so  testily — be 
looks  sad  ;  but  it  is  so  provoking  to  be  treated 
in  his  cold  way,  as  if  I  was  nobody — not  that 
I  care  the  least  about  it." 

'^  I  heard  mama  one  day  tell  Mr.  Butterworth 
that  he  was  a  noble-minded  fellow,  a  perfect 
gentleman ;  but  that  he  was  unfortunately 
situated,"  adding,  "  she  pitied  him  from  her 
very  heart." 

Emma  sighed  unconsciously. 

"  I  think,"  resumed  Lucy,  looking  into  her 
companion's  eyes,  "  that  if  you  had  asked  him 
he  would  have  yielded  ;  perhaps  he  was  hurt 
by  what  you  said." 

''  I  ask  him  !  why  should  I  ask  him  ?" 

'^  To  please  me  ;  do,  like  a  sweet  girl — Cap- 
tain Leslie,  just  shako  off  cousin  Darcy's  arm, 
come  to  me  for  a  moment,  and  prove  your- 
self an  obedient  Kuiglit,"  called  uut  the  pla ;,  fui 
petitioner. 

^^  Lucy !"  exolaiiiicd  Emma,  pressing  her 
arm,  painfully. 
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Leslie  appeared  much  embarrassed ;  but  after 
a  second's  hesitation,  replied,  in  a  serious  and 
thoughtful  tone — 

"  By  remaining  away,  I  may  spare  myself 
future  pain." 

^' A  military  man  ought  not  to  fear  pain,'' 
remarked  Miss  Dawson,  recovering  herself  and 
smiling. 

^^  Some  are  born  to  feel  it  from  their  infancy, 
I  am  one  of  those.  I  entered  the  world  with 
a  thorn  in  my  breast ;  the  air  I  breathed,  as  a 
boy,  seemed  taintea;  as  a  man,  I  care  not 
how  soon  it  may  please  Heaven  to  take  me 
away ;  I  am  weary  of  a  life  spent  in  brooding 

over  my "   he   ceased  to   speak,   his  chest 

heaved  beneath  the  struggle  which  was  going 
on  within  it. 

They  gazed  in  pity  and  consternation  on  his 
working  features. 

"  i  was  very  wrong,"  he  resumed,  after  a 
painful  pause,  '^to  give  vent  to  my  feelings 
before  you  ;  it  is  weakness  to  yield  thus ;  it  is 
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sometimes  a  relief;  I  cannot  always  smother 
them ;  forget  what  you  have  witnessed ;  the 
struggle  is  over  now.  May  I  rejoin  Mr. 
Darcy?  he  expects  me  back." 

There  was  no  answer;  he  tried  to  rouse 
them  from  their  gloom  ;  they  heard  his  attempt 
to  laugh  ;  and,  as  they  looked  on  his  pale  face, 
saw  the  smile  which  rose  from  beneath  the 
transparent  veil  of  sorrow. 

'^  I  fear  you  have  not  been  successful,*'  said 
Hervey,  finding  his  way  to  Lucy's  side.  "  I 
hoped  you  would  have  been  more  fortunate." 

"  No,  he  refused  Emma  just  before  you  came 
up." 

^'  Begging  your  pardon,  Lucy  dear,  I  never 
asked  any  one  to  act  against  their  inclina- 
tions." 

"  Judging  by  your  penitent  look,  Leslie," 
said  Hervey ;  '^  I  thought  you  had  relented, 
and  that  Miss  Dawson  had  gained  her  point." 

'^  Miss  Dawson,"  quickly  repeated  Emma, 
^'had  no  point  to  gain,  Mr.  Hervey." 
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Without  seeming  to  notice  the  remark, 
which  she  immediately  regretted  having  ut- 
tered, Leslie  made  a  movement  preparatory  to 
taking  leave. 

''  Try  your  power,"  whispered  Lucy. 

"  My  power  !"  repeated  Hervey  ;  '^  what  do 
you  mean?" 

'^  I  always  mean,  Mr.  Hervey,"  rather  for- 
mally, '^  what  I  say ;  you  need  not  feel 
ashamed  if  he  declines,  after  refusing  so  many 
ladies." 

^'  Leslie,"  called  out  the  new  petitioner  as  he 
departed,  "  I  am  sent  on  the  forlorn  hope.  Is 
there  any  chance  ?" 

A  gratified  smile  met  this  appeal. 

"  Do  you  wish  it  ?"  asked  Leslie. 

"Yes,  very  much." 

"  Truly  1" 

"  On  my  word." 

Leslie  hesitated. 

"On  my  soul!"  exclaimed  Hervey,  with- 
out knowing  why  he  spoke  so  energetically. 
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"  Then  I  shall  go." 

Without  another  word  of  explanation,  Leslie 
pressed  Hervey's  hand  warmly ;  and  bounding 
over  the  brook  which  divided  them  from  the 
wood,  slipped  into  the  forest.  Alone  with  his 
thoughts,  he  battled  against  them  till  the 
storm  in  his  mind  subsided  into  sighs,  and  the 
burning  flash  in  his  eye  was  softened ;  then, 
leaning  against  a  blasted  ash,  he  gazed  on  it  as 
if  they  twain  had  been  knit  together  by  sym- 
pathy. 

Darcy  engrossed  Ada's  whole  attention ; 
Emma  had  managed  to  get  hold  of  Hervey ; 
whi^Sir  Henry  Gale,  finding  by  Lucy's  aversion 
to  meet  him,  that  he  was  unwelcome,  set  off 
after  Leslie,  whom  he  soon  found. 

"Well,  what  think  you  of  Miss  Davvson? 
Did  you  see  her  colour  ?" 

"  Heartless  !"  replied  Leslie,  impatiently. 
"Did  you  not  tell  me  yourself  you  thought  of 
her  as  a  wife  ?" 
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*^  Yes,  and  acknowledged  it  to  her  only 
yesterday." 

''  What  said  she  in  reply  ?" 

^'  Led  me  on,  till  I  was  so  deceived  by  her 
artfulness,  that  I  proposed,  making  sure  of  a 
handsome  fortune  and  a  beatiful  girl  whom  in 
time  I  might  love."  Leslie  frowned  and  cast 
a  reproachful  look  on  him  as  Gale  proceeded. 
*'  I  fancy  she  thought  I  cared  more  for  her 
fortune  than  herself,  for  she  burst  out  laughing, 
and  added,  ironically,  ^  Sir  Henry  Gale,  one 
who  has  honoured  me  with  such  unequivocal 
proofs  of  disinterested  regard' — You  care  for 
Darcy,  I  said  quickly.  *  Darcy  I'  she  repeated, 
haughtily,  ^  I  liked  him  well  enough  once,  but 
now,  Sir  Henry,  he  is  more  likely  to  make  your 
heart  ache  than  mine.'  " 

"  So  beautiful,  so  deceitful,"  thought  Leslie 
to  himself. 

"  I  confess  that  her  reference  to  that  mad 
Irishman  nettled  me — it  was  said  cuttingly ; 
her  refusal  did  not  much  trouble  me,  but  the 
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the  sincerest  poetical;  if  I  may  strip  your 
thought  of  its  poetry,  the  simile  refers  to  his 
daughter." 

^* Daughter!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Butterworth, 
as  if  Sir  Henry  had  bared  the  outer  skin  from  his 
heart,  and  looked  into  it.  "  What  can  you 
mean  ?" 

''  One  would  think  you  spoke  of  a  dangerous 
person,  to  judge  by  your  exclamations,  whereas, 
to  me  she  appeared  very  attractive — more  to  be 
admired  than  feared — very  gentle,  and  very 
capable  of  engendering  deep  affection." 

"  She  loves  her  father  devotedly." 

"  1  should  have  thought  that  }'0u,  as  a  clergy- 
man, would  have  indulcated  less  selfishness,  and 
taught  her  to  love  her  neighbour  as  herself." 

Leslie,  who,  after  the  first  salutation,  had 
remained  a  listener,  pressed  Sir  Henry's  arm 
to  make  him  cease  a  bantering,  which  he  car- 
ried on  so  gravely  that  he  seemed  in  earnest. 

"  I  meant  nothing  personal  to  you,  Leslie," 
said  Gale,  ^^  so  do  not  flatter  yourself," 
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Mr.  Butterworth  held  up  his  honest  face  ; 
you  might  read  it  as  you  ran. 

^^  Happy  will  be  that  man,"  he  remarked, 
"  on  whom  she  places  her  affections." 

"  Then,  indeed,  is  her  father  happy,"  slily 
put  in  the  baronet. 

^*  Ye — Tory  happy,  Sir  Henry.  Can  you  tell 
me  where  I  may  meet  Mr.  Hervey  ?" 

Leslie  pointed  in  the  direction  from  whence 
voices  sounded. 

As  Mr.  Butterworth  left  them,  it  was  with 
a  pressure  of  the  hand  so  marked,  that  Gale 
whispered — 

^' You  have  my  full  sympathy." 

Mr.  Butterworth  walked  away  on  the  tips  of 
his  feet,  as  if  some  pleasant  reflection  were 
lifting  him  from  the  ground,  pausing  once  or 
twice  to  indulge  in  thought  before  he  joined 
the  other  party.  He  found  Hervey  with  Miss 
Dawson — they  spoke  earnestly — for  on  this 
occasion  the  discussed  person  was  one  of  in- 
terest to  both.     Emma  was  relating  the  extra- 
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ordinary  manner  Leslie's  feelings  had  been 
overcome ;  the  allusions  of  nnhappiness  to 
which  he  had  hinted ;  then  expressed  her  sur- 
prise that  Hervey  took  such  interest  in  listen- 
ing to  what  she  repeated.  Mr.  Butterworth 
turned  aside  not  to  interrupt  them. 

*'  I  am  deeply  in  his  debt,"  replied  Hervey  ; 
'^  did  he  not  save  my  life  when  it  hung  on  a 
single  root ;  at  a  moment  the  fates  were  perhaps 
closing  their  scissars  to  cut  the  thread  of  my 
existence  ?  besides,  within  the  last  two  days, 
the  nun  has  thrown  out  vague  hints  which 
perplex  me." 

^'  She  is  a  sweet  creature,  always  anxious  to 
please  every  one.  I  am  daily  growing  fonder 
of  her  ;  there  is  some  mystery  attached  to  her 
being  here — she  seems  much  interested  in  your 
fate — were  she  younger — do  not  look  cross — I 
am  not  going  to  indulge  in  scandal — but  who 
can  she  be  ?"  After  a  short  pause,  she  resumed 
— ^^  During  your  illness,  and  before  Mrs.  Talbot 
returned,   she  nursed  and  tended  you  like  a 
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mother ;  poor  thing !  she  became  even  paler 
than  usual  from  restless  watching  at  your  bed- 
side." 

''  Who  told  you  ?" 

^'  !N'ot  only  do  I  know  that,  but  also  of 
Captain  Leslie's  constant  visits  ;  he,  too, 
seemed  deeply  interested  in  your  recovery ; 
the  nun  and  he  must  have  met  before,  I  am 
sure  of  it." 

''  Did  you  ever  ask  him  who  she  was  ?" 

"  We  are  not  on  those  terms  of  intimacy," 
replied  Emma,  proudly,  and  colouring,  as  she 
added,  ^'  We  have  seldom  exchanged  words, 
nor  are  we  ever  likely  to  get  farther,  our  feel- 
ings do  not  reciprocate,  our  tastes  are  totally 
different — he  seems  gentleman-like ;  I  dare 
say  would  be  agreeable  if  he  exerted  himself. 
It  is  strange  how  he  shuns  society." 

Hervey  was  so  intent  on  his  own  thoughts, 
that  he  unconsciously  communed  aloud — 

^^  To  me  she  is  very  dear — might  she  not  be 
— would  she  were — can  it  be  ?     Why  dwell  on 
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my  words,  words  referring  to  the  past — why 
watch  over  me  with  a  parent's  tenderness — and 
yet  her  manner — it  is,  at  times,  cold,  at  others 
— I  cannot  tell." 

Starting  from  his  soliloquy,  on  finding 
Emma's  beautiful  eyes  reading  his  face,  he 
looked  at  her  a  little  embarrassed ;  there  was 
sorrow  and  kindness  blended  in  her  gaze— no 
flirting  glances — no  playful  airs —  no  fascina- 
ting smiles — they  had  all  been  subdued — he 
thought  she  had  never  seemed  so  lovely — he 
could  not  help  admiring  her. 

^^  Like  you,  I  am  not  happy,"  said  Emma,  in 
timid  confidence.  ^'  I  have  no  one  to  whom  I 
can  confide  ray  thoughts ;  no  brother,  no  sister, 
no  mother ;  one  cannot  tell  the  heart's  secrets 
to  a  father,  he  could  not  enter  into  them  ;  to 
Sister  Agnes  I  have  unbosomed  myself  more 
than  to  any  other  being ;  and,  somehow,  I  feel 
ashamed  of  having  done  so  ;"  turning  her  face 
away,  she  asked,  with  downcast  eyes ;  ^'  did 
she  ever  betray  me  to  you  ?" 
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"She  told  me,"  he  replied,  confusedly, 
"  that  twice  you  were  in  my  room." 

''  Did  she  tell  you  for  what  motive  ?"  asked 
Emma  colouring  ;  for  she  had  gone  there  to 
meet  Leslie. 

Her  eye  turned  on  him,  earnestly,  for  an 
answer. 

"  I  might  be  deemed  vain  were  I  to  flatter 
myself  that  being  wounded  and  ill — " 

"  Then  she  has  not  betrayed  me  I"  looking 
him  full  in  the  face,  ''  I  can,  for  the  future, 
meet  you  without  feeling — no  matter,  you  are 
not  a  father  confessor."  Her  playful  manner 
returned.  ^'  I  shall  not  make  you  as  wise  as 
myself — there,  look  at  Miss  Talbot  and  Mr. 
Butterworth,  how  seriously  he  is  speaking  to 
her — he  is  trying  his  hand  at  a  little  flirtation 
— what  will  you  give  me,  or  do  for  me,  if  I 
put  in  a  kind  word  for  you  to  Lucy  ?  it  is  a 
shame  tlie  way  you  treat  her.  I  have  heard, 
(seriously),  and  felt  too,  that  true  love  does 
not  run  smooth  ;  but  you  seem  to  make  it  as 
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rough  as  you  can ;  do  not  pretend  not  to  care 
for  her,  I  know  you  admire  her  very  much  ; 
and,  I  might  say — you  need  not  be  ashamed  of 
confessing  it — she  is  sweetly  pretty ;  to  my 
taste,  were  I  a  man,  I  should  think  her  a  be- 
witching little  fairy." 

"  You  could  not  think  more  highly  of  her 
than  I  do ;  did  I  care  less  for  her,  we  should 
be  the  best  of  friends,  because  then  it  would 
be  easy  to  express  sorrow  when  offending ; 
but  to  acknowledge  to  those  we  love,  that  we 
have  acted  wroug,  is  to  condemn  oneself,  and 
make  you  feel  less  worthy  of  the  very  love  you 
wish  to  regain.  At  present,  I  fear,  any  ad- 
vance, on  my  part,  would  only  tend  to  make 
Miss  Talbot  think  less  of  me ;  and,  therefore, 
much  as  I  feel  obliged  for  your  kind  offer  of 
intermediating,  I  shall  decline  it,  and  trust  to 
time  ;  even  that  I  do  not  expect  to  improve  my 
case,  she  has  taken  a  dislike  to  the  nun — I 
cannot  espouse  her  quarrel,  for  to  me  the  nun 
is  very  dear,  though  in  a  different — " 
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They  walked  on  for  some  yards  in  perfect 
silence,  Lucy  all  the  time  watching  them  with 
anxious  eye,  and  a  breaking  heart,  scarcely  at- 
tending to  what  Mr.  Butterworth  related,  until 
he  coapled  Hervey's  name  with  Captain  Eod- 
ney's,  saying — 

"  It  is  sinful  to  be  unforgiving,  Miss  Lucy  ; 
once  a  friend  of  yours  injudiciously  remarked 
that  she  had  no  predilection  for  clergymen  ; 
yet,  though  my  wrath  was  kindled,  I  allowed 
not  the  sun  to  set  on  my  anger — it  is  as  easy 
as  it  is  praiseworthy  to  forgive  our  enemies — 
our  enemies  !  what  said  I  !  I  meant  those 
who  temporarily  offend  us — the  gentleman,  of 
a  truth,  in  a  worldly  way  of  etiquette,  ought 
to  bo  the  first  to — but,  in  a  spiritual  light,  the 
softer  sex,  those  whom  nature  has  formed  most 
like  angels,  ought  to  prove  their  claim  to 
charity,  a  virtue  which  includes  a  multitude  of 
kindly  feelings — it  is  <x  planet,  around  which 
woman's  softest  sentiments  play    like    stars, 
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rough  as  you  can ;  do  not  pretend  not  to  care 
for  her,  I  know  you  admire  her  very  much  ; 
and,  I  might  say — you  need  not  be  ashamed  of 
confessing  it — she  is  sweetly  pretty ;  to  my 
taste,  were  I  a  man,  I  shoukl  think  her  a  be- 
witching little  fairy." 

**  You  could  not  think  more  highly  of  her 
than  I  do ;  did  I  care  less  for  her,  we  should 
be  the  best  of  friends,  because  then  it  would 
be  easy  to  express  sorrow  when  offending ; 
but  to  acknowledge  to  those  we  love,  that  we 
have  acted  wroug,  is  to  condemn  oneself,  and 
make  you  feel  less  worthy  of  the  very  love  you 
wish  to  regain.  At  present,  I  fear,  any  ad- 
vance, on  my  part,  would  only  tend  to  make 
Miss  Talbot  think  less  of  me ;  and,  therefore, 
much  as  I  feel  obliged  for  your  kind  offer  of 
intermediating,  I  shall  decline  it,  and  trust  to 
time  ;  even  that  I  do  not  expect  to  improve  my 
case,  she  has  taken  a  dislike  to  the  nun — I 
cannot  espouse  her  quarrel,  for  to  me  the  nun 
is  very  dear,  though  in  a  different — " 
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They  walked  on  for  some  yards  in  perfect 
silence,  Lucy  all  the  time  watching  them  with 
anxious  eye,  and  a  breaking  heart,  scarcely  at- 
tending to  what  Mr.  Butterworth  related,  until 
he  coupled  Hervey's  name  with  Captain  Eod- 
ney's,  saying — 

"  It  is  sinful  to  be  unforgiving.  Miss  Lucy  ; 
once  a  friend  of  yours  injudiciously  remarked 
that  she  had  no  predilection  for  clergymen  ; 
yet,  though  my  wrath  was  kindled,  I  allowed 
not  the  sun  to  set  on  my  anger — it  is  as  easy 
as  it  is  praiseworthy  to  forgive  our  enemies — 
our  enemies !  what  said  I  !  I  meant  those 
who  temporarily  offend  us — the  gentleman,  of 
a  truth,  in  a  worldly  way  of  etiquette,  ought 
to  bo  the  first  to — but,  in  a  spiritual  light,  the 
softer  sex,  those  whom  nature  has  formed  most 
like  angels,  ought  to  prove  their  claim  to 
charity,  a  virtue  which  includes  a  multitude  of 
kindly  feelings — it  is  d  planet,  around  which 
woman's  softest   sentiments  play    like    stars, 
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brightening  and  cheering  the  darkest  night  of 
man^s  life." 

According  to  Sir  Henry  Gale's  definition  of 
poetical  siinilies,  Mr.  Butterworth's  language 
was  softening  under  the  influence  of  Lucy's 
star-like  eyes,  which  sparkled  as  she  innocently 
replied,  while  a  tear  gathered — 

*^  I  could  beg  pardon  of  papa,  mama,  you, 
or  any  one,  but  Mr.  Hervey — I  should  feel 
ashamed  to — " 

^'  Then  allow  me  to  show  him  the  sinful 
light  in  which  I  view  his  unforgiveness." 

^'Not  for  worlds!"  exclaimed  Lucy,  in 
alarm.  ^'Emma  Dawson  would  say  I  asked 
you — if  she  liked,  she  could  easily — but  I 
know  he  prefers  her  society  to  mine,  or 
else — " 

^^  Of  two  flowers,  I  would  choose  the  most 
beautiful  ;  the  lily  in  its  simplicity,  is  spoken 
of  in  scripture ;  Miss  Dawson,  though  very 
handsome,  is  a  frivolous  young  lady,   given  to 
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trifle  with  the  affections  ;  a  rose  whose  thorns 
are  ready  to  wound  those  who  fondle  it  most, 
how  different  is  her  character  to  your  friend 
-^— I  mean,  you  know — " 

Lucy's  own  troubles  did  not  prevent  her 
smiling,  as  she  archly  replied — 

"I  know  perfectly,  but,  Mr.  Butterworth, 
how  flowery  you  are  grown  in  your  expressions, 
you  used  to  say  to  Miss  Eod — " 

^^  True  and  heartfelt  sincerity  engenders,'' 
he  quickly  interrupted,  '^  a  warmth  of  language 
which  the  soul  pants  to  express  ;  refined  feel- 
ings which  soar  above  the  grovelling  sentiments 
that  are  so  insincerely  uttered  every  day." 

"  A  Demosthenes  !  A  Cicero  !"  exclaimed 
Darcy,  coming  on  them  and  tapping  the  ora- 
tor's shoulder.  "  Father  Tracey  is  hunting  the 
whole  country  for  you;  he  expected  to  find  you 
in  the  synagogue,  not  here,  preaching  to 
a  young  girl  who  cannot  half  appreciate  your 
eloquence,  some  of  which  }  ou  must  reserve  for 
him  to  transfer  to  Dublin,  whither  he  is  going 
to-morrow ;  he  has  a  capital  memory  ;  whatever 
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yoii  may  confide  to  his  delivery  will  improve 
on  the  way ;  like  you,  he  has  a  panting  soul 
and  a  warm  heart  too." 

Mr.  Butterworth  looked  drolly  at  Lucy,  then 
on  Darcy ;  suddenly  recollecting  that  he  had 
something  of  consequence  to  see  the  priest 
about,  he  hurried  away,  but  too  glad  to  get  out 
of  reach  of  Tom's  humorous  mood. 

*^  He  was  saying  more  than  his  prayers  to 
you,  eh,  Lucy  !"  remarked  her  cousin,  laugh- 
ing, '^  who  do  you  think  I  left  with  Ada,  just 
as  great  a  flirt  in  his  quiet  way  as  Mr.  Butter- 
worth — guess." 

^^ The  priest?" 

"  Exactly  ;  how  well  your  sex  can  see  into 
the  intricacies^of  the  church :  he  has  been  amus- 
ing Hervey,  Emma,  and  her,  with  an  account 
of  an  Irish  wedding,  I  thought  they  would 
have  gone  into  fits  with  laughter.  I  am  sent 
for  you,  maybe  the  priest  wont  roast  your 
figurative  friend  about  Miss  Eodney,  you  know 
his  quiet,  droll  way." 

As  he  spoke,  Darcy  pointed  to  the  group, 
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which,  increasing  as  it  moved  along,  like  a 
rolling  snow-ball,  had  picked  up  old  Mr.  Tal- 
bot and  Mr.  Butter  worth,  and  was  shortly  to 
be  enlarged  by  the  addition  of  Lucy  and  her 
cousin. 

**  Well,  Mr.  Butter  worth,"  said  the  priest, 
slily,  ^*  I  was  telling  them  about  an  Irish 
wedding,  but  you  feel  no  interest  in  such  mat- 
ters, except  as  a  duty,  if  called  on  to  bind 
others;  you  ought  to  have  been  a  priest  and  I  a 
parson,  for  I  have  more  than  once  thought  of 
marriage  as  a  very  happy  state." 

^*  I  never  entertained  the  slightest  wish  to 
be  a  priest,"  replied  Mr.  Butterworth,  with 
dignified  gravity. 

"A  life  of  celibacy,  you  once  told  me,"  said 
Hervey,  ^'  would  suit  your  love  of  retirement ; 
I  understood  you  to  say  that,  with  a  quiet 
living,  you  would  like  a  single  life,  as  it  would 
enable  you  to  devote  and  wed  yourself  entirely 
to  the  church." 

"  Women",  remarked  Mr.  Talbot,  winking. 
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^^are  allowed  to  change  their  minds  once,  though 
they  do  so  oftener  ;  but  for  clergymen,  who  are 
supposed  to  be  less  fickle  in  the  persuasion  they 
profess,  it  seemed  unnecessary  to  bind  them 
by  any  law,  they  consequently  may  change  as 
occasion — " 

"  ^0,  no,"  interrupted  the  priest,  ^*  Mr. 
Butterworth  is  too  much  a  man  of  his  word 
to  say  a  thing  one  day  and  unsay  it  another  ; 
no,  he  will  be  a  bachelor  the  remainder  of  his 
days." 

Darcy,  without  allowing  him  time  to  answer, 
chimed  in — 

"  "No  man  ought  to  pay  his  addresses  in 
poetical  language,  who  has  not  sworn  to  keep 
up  the  imagery  after  marriage,  and  promised 
to  look  on  his  wife  as  the  flower  of  his  life  ;  it 
is  a  pleasant  delusion  which  ought  to  be  re- 
tained." 

"  He  would  always  be  reminding  her  that 
she  must  fade,"  said  Ada,  smiling. 

"  Then  he  could  droop,  and  ought  to  die," 
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added  Emma,  '^  and  become  a  fit  subject  for  a 
touching  epitaph." 

"  Such  a  man's  spirit  would,  like  a  nettk^ 
sting  all  those  who  approached  the  grave  to 
read  the  inscription,"  said  Mr.  Talbot. 

'^  Sting  indeed!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Butterworth, 
as  if  a  swarm  of  hornets  were  about  him, 
muttering  to  himself  as  he  caught  the  priest 
by  the  arm,  and  led  him  from  the  rest  of  the 
party,  "they  would  drive  any  one,  with  less  of 
christian  fortitude,  mad  with  their  remarks — 
such  personal — as  if  I  was  the  only  man  in  the 
world  who — " 

"  Tut !"  ejaculated  Father  Tracey,  '^  I  know 
your  heart,  it  is  the  father  you  love  !  such  non- 
sense for  people  to  be  thinking  you  care  for 
the  daughter." 

"  Yery  awkward  to  renew  the  subject  after 
such  a  construction,"  thought  the  clergyman, 
then  speaking  loud  enough  to  be  heard,  ''  our 
religion  enjoins  marriage." 

"Yes,  my  dear  sir,  but  it  means  to  the 
F  5 
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church,  only  that  you  all  construe  the  meaning 
to  suit  yourselves.^' 

The  priest  chuckled  inwardly. 

*^  Is  not  the  language  in  scripture  clear?" 
asked  Mr.  Butterworth,  warming  with  the  sub- 
ject. 

^^  Clear  !  clear  enough,  and  that  is  the 
reason  why  I  cannot  raarry  ;  you  act  from 
nobler  principles,  scorning  to  take  advantage  of 
a  flaw  by  which  you  wilfully  deceive  your- 
selves ;  the  purity  of  your  mind  teaches  you  to 
love  all  alike,  father  and  daughter  !  Thus  differ- 
ing from  most  clergymen  of  your  creed,  and 
more  resemblicg  ours ;  I  said  from  the  first 
day  you  came  among  us,  that  you  were  just  the 
very  man  to  make  a  proper  priest ;  your  love  of 
celibacy  is  most  suitable  !" 

Mr.  Butterworth  thought  the  queen  bee 
with  an  unusual  sized  sting  was  buzzing  about 
his  ears,  and  after  looking  threateningly  in  the 
air,  he  said — 

*^  I  had  intended  trusting  you  with  a  verbal 
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message  of  consequence,  but,  on  second  con- 
sideration, I  shall  only  encroach  on  your  good 
nature  to  be  the  bearer  of  a  letter  from  me  to 
— to  Miss  Eodney — it  would  be  useless  writing 
to  the  father,  who  is  in  an  unfortunate  state  of 
dotage  and  blind — " 

"  A  letter  !"  exclaimed  the  priest,  making 
his  friend  start,  *^  I  never  took  one  yet  but  it 
was  lost  in  the  delivery." 

Mr.  Butterworth  looked  at  him  perfectly 
perplexed.  After  long  consideration  he  whis- 
pered— 

"  I  intend  dividing  my — between — and  the 
church." 

^^  Ah  !  now  I  understand  you  perfectly. 
Holy  Peter !  why  did  you  not  speak  plain  at 
first — such  round  about  ways  !" 

^'  And  you  approve  of  my — " 

"  Certainly,  it  is  the  way  with  every  govern- 
ment." 

"I  fear  that  you  do  not  thoroughly  enter 
into  my  views  yet." 
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**  Thoroughly  !  You  mean  to  devote  the 
spare  time  to  politics,  and  get  preferment." 

"  Politics  !  Preferment !  You  are  very 
dull  of  comprehension." 

On  any  other  point  the  priest  would  have 
found  Mr.  Butterworth  a  full  match,  but  on 
this  weak  one,  the  honest  clergyman  was  too 
blind  to  see  his  way,  and  stumbled  on. 

**  In  plain  Englisli — 1  love  and  am  loved  in 
return." 

"Without  pretending  to  hear  the  last  con- 
fession, Father  Tracey  exclaimed  with  feigned 
anger — 

**  Dull  of  comprehension  I  Yv  hy  on  my  con- 
science I  got  tiiree  prizes  at  St.  Omer,  and 
marked  praise  for  proving  before  the  Abbe  to 
an  English  clergyman  that  Protestants  worship 
images,  by  saying,  which  of  you,  if  the  picture 
of  your  sweetheart  or  wife  was  daubed,  would 
not  resent  the  afirout  oiiered  to  the  ideal  of 
that  wdiich  you  love  the  most?" 

^*  The  image  of  the  loved    one  is   e\  er  in 
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the  mind  and  requires  not  to  be  painted  on 
canvass,  as  if  to  recall  to  a  wandering  heart 
the  Being  it  has  forgotten." 

The  priest  neither  liked  the  turn  their  con- 
versation had  taken,  nor  Mr.  Butterworth's 
steady  preparations  for  protecting  the  other 
half  (church)  to  which  he  intended  devoting 
himself;  he  hurriedly  announced  that  he  per- 
fectly understood  his  friend's  meaning,  and 
would  gladly  be  the  bearer  of  any  message  to 
Miss  Eodney,  whom  he  would  be  proud  to 
love.  The  remainder  of  their  dialogue  was 
of  too  confidential  a  nature  to  appear  in  these 
pages. 

Hervey,  Darcy,  Mr.  Talbot,  and  the  priest 
all  dined  with  Leslie  and  Gale  at  their  Hotel. 
After  soiL.e  discussion  as  to  the  distance  to  be 
run,  the  ground  to  be  chosen,  ar.d  the  weights 
the  horses  were  to  carry,  it  vv'as  finally  settled 
that  the  Baronet  should  ride  Mauialuke,  and 
Darcy  his  own. 

The   L  aster  of   hounds  and  Father  Tracey 
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remained  till  past  twelve,  the  latter  amusing 
his  host  with  the  most  humorous  tales,  and 
giving  them  an  account  of  his  wilful  misunder- 
standing of  Mr.  Butterworth's  meaning. 

Ilervey  and  Darcy  had  left  together  at 
half-past  eleven,  and  walked  round  by  the 
Widow  Brennan's,  where,  on  pretence  of  light- 
ing their  cigars,  they  knocked  lightly,  then 
raised  the  latch  and  opened  the  door. 

The  woman,  with  her  head  in  her  lap,  breathed 
in  that  thick  way  which  denotes  sleep  after 
free  drinking  ;  on  a  stool  close  by  her  side 
stood  the  raw  spirits ;  she  did  not  move  or 
raise  her  face  when  they  entered.  A  man's 
hat  was  partly  concealed  by  her  gown.  Darcy, 
first  catching  sight  of  it,  whispered  earnestly  to 
Hervey,  whose  face  shewed  how  much  his 
curiosity  was  roused.  Tom  gently  withdrew 
the  hat;  both  men  knelt  to  get  the  light  of 
the  turf  fire  while  they  examined  its  contents  ; 
one  after  one  they  uniblded  the  soiled  bits  of 
paper  till  at  last  the  Englishman  held  up  what 
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they  sought  for  ;  it  was  a  coffin,  rudely  drawn, 
with  a  pistol  on  its  lid ;  ail  the  others  were 
blank  ;  Hervey  put  it  into  his  pocket,  and 
quietly  replacing  the  old  hat  in  its  place  of 
concealment,  moved  cautiously  to  the  door  and 
made  their  way  home. 

At  midnight  a  party  of  peasants  met  at  the 
widow's ;  they  all  drew  lots,  some  with  trem- 
bling hands  and  palpitating  heart ;  but  that 
night  no  man  could  read  by  his  neighbour's 
face  whose  arm  was  to  be  dyed  with  blood. 

When  Hervey  reached  Talbot  Hall,  Darcy, 
even  at  that  late  hour,  insisted  on  being 
weighed,  and  after  examining  the  different 
saddles,  went  into  the  house  to  get  a  racing 
calendar ;  shortly  after  returning,  and  whisper- 
ing to  his  friend — 

'^  Come  with  me,  you  shall  at  least  have 
a  claim  to  a  pair  of  gloves,  although  you  may 
lose  your  money  in  backing  me." 

In  the  drawing-room,  whither  he  led,  stood 
a  large  camphine  lamp  on  the  table,  shedding 
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its  subdued  light  over  the  form  of  a  lovely 
girl  who  had  fallen  asleep  on  the  sofa ;  both 
gazed  in  silent  admiration  at  the  slightly 
flushed  cheek  partly  concealed  by  long  fair 
ringlets,  which  rested  on  and  covered  the  fair 
shoulders.  An  infant  sleeping  could  not  have 
looked  more  innocent. 

^*  Make  it  up  now,"  whispered  Darcy,  turn- 
ing the  key  in  the  door  as  he  left. 

At  first  Ilervey's  cheek  glowed  with  indig- 
nation when  he  found  himself  thus,  as  he 
considered,  betrayed  ;  but  after  a  iew  minutes' 
reflection,  recollecting  the  young  Irishman's 
strange  conduct  of  late,  he  looked  around 
the  room  for  some  mode  of  escape  without 
disturbing  the  sleeper.  To  open  the  barred 
window  was  to  arouse  the  slumberer.  At  last 
he  approached  the  sofa  and  gazed  on  its  lovely 
occupant  as  a  young  painter  who,  in  examin- 
ing an  exquisite  picture,  fears  his  breath  may 
tarnish  the  varnish  or  deaden  its  delicate 
hues.     He   thought    of  awakening    her,    and 
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lightly  touched  the  small  hand  which  lay  on 
the  heart ;  the  sleeper  moved  slightly,  suffi- 
ciently to  disturb  a  tiny  parcel  which  fell  from 
her  bosom  ;  instantly  Hervey  turned  his  back 
that  she  might  recover  from  her  surprise  and 
secure  the  little  treasure  unseen,  but  after 
waiting  anxiously  for  a  few  moments,  he  saw 
that  a  sorrowful  smile  played  on  the  sleeping 
features ;  he  looked  earnestly  at  the  silver 
paper  which  enclosed  some  prized  object,  and 
thought  of  replacing  it,  but  the  fear  of  being 
detected  made  him  hesitate ;  then  came  his 
uncontrollable  feeling  of  curiosity ;  he  felt 
that  he  had  no  right  to  look.  The  transparent 
folding  invited  examination ;  his  hand  was 
raised  to  the  lamp,  a  movement  and  sigh 
startled  him ;  the  object  of  such  intense  anxiety 
slipped  from  its  enclosure  and  fell  on  the 
table.  AVith  crimsoning  face  he  hurriedly 
looked  towards  the  sofa ;  the  locket  under- 
went a  second  and  closer  scrutiny ;  after  a 
moment's    deliberation,    Hervey    enclosed    it 
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again,  and  angrily  throwing  it  by  her  side, 
paced  the  room  as  if  regardless  of  disturbing 
one  who  had  given  him  such  uneasiness.  He 
thought  the  locket  was  Gale's. 

'^  Now  I  understand  the  cause  of  coolness 
between  her  and  Sir  Henry ;  so  young,  so 
lovely,  and  yet  so  treacherous — deceit  must 
run  in  every  woman's  nature  when  one  so 
innocent  looking — "  he  paused,  and  after  gazing 
in  spite  of  himself,  in  admiration  on  her,  ^^  why 
should  I  speak  so  harshly ;  has  not  her  manner 
been  cold  enough  to  me  to  show  dislike ;  yet, 
I  thought  the  reflection  of  my  image  was  still 
lingering  like  a  passing  shadow  in  her  thoughts, 
but  Gale — it  is  a  love- quarrel  with  them  ;  he 
shall  not  deceive  her,  dearly  as  she  prizes  his 
gift — no,  I  had  no  right  to  condemn  her,  nor 
have  I  any  plea  for  interfering  with  them  now ; 
do  I  love  her  still?  I  cannot  deny,  cannot 
deceive  myself — why  the  pleasure,  the  anxiety, 
the  regret  I  have  felt  by  turns  in  her  society — 
but  no  one  shall  see,  and  least  of  all  herself. 
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Am  I  SO  weak  as  to  make  myself  unhappy 
about  a  girl,  a  mere  child  whose  lovely  features 
may  perchance  change  like  her  affections — 
no — I  must  seek  some  one  with  a  heart, 
with  a  mind — psha !  she  shall  not  trifle  with 
my  feelings — if  I  could  but  quietly  get  out." 

Thus  speaking  to  himself,  Hervey  tried  the 
door  leading  into  the  adjoining  room,  let 
himself  into  the  conservatory,  and  thus  gained 
the  parterre,  up  and  down  which  he  paced 
with  an  aching  heart. 
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CHAPTEE   Y. 


While  the  rooms  at  Talbot  Hall  were  un- 
dergoing all  the  changes  attendant  on  the 
preparations  for  a  ball,  under  Lucy  and  Ada's 
superintendence,  aided  by  Emma  Dawson,  who 
of  late  always  found  some  excuse  to  be  there, 
Charley,  Captain  Eodney  and  his  daughter 
were  on  their  way  to  the  country.  The  old 
man  would  sit  for  long  periods  communing 
with  his  own  thoughts,  or  childishly  playing 
with  and  caressing  the  spaniel ;  now  and  then, 
when  Lydia,  with  her  arm  around  his  neck, 
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whispered^  ''  Father  dear,"  and  parting  the 
long  silvery  hair  from  his  forehead,  pressed 
her  lip  to  it,  he  would  start  and  draw  the 
dog  more  fondly  to  him,  as  if  some  one  sought 
to  wean  his  affections  from  it ;  nor  could  the 
selfish  little  thing  bear  to  see  the  girl's  tender- 
ness bestow^ed  on  any  but  itself,  at  such  times 
whining,  and  more  than  once  snapping,  when 
he  would  invariably  hug  it  more  endearingly. 

Lydia  and  Charley  tried  to  recall  to  him 
recent  events,  to  which  he  would  reply,  with  a 
wandering  air — 

"  Yes,  many,  many  years  have  elapsed  since, 
it  is  a  very  long  time  ago." 

Then  he  would  refer  to  those  scenes  of  a  few 
days  past,  as  having  occurred  when  his 
"Lyddy"  was  a  child;  there  were  moments 
when  memory,  refreshed  by  Nature's  strong 
yearnings,  came  back  for  a  time  with  sufficient 
vigour  for  him  to  know  his  daughter ;  but,  in  a 
few  minutes  after,  he  would  address  her  as  his 
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little  girl ;  then  talk  of  himself  as  a  boy  ! 
Exhausted,  the  old  man  laid  his  head  on  his 
daughter's  shoulder;    then  raising  it  he  said — 

^'  T\  e  did  not  say  our  prayers,  dear ;  hush  ! 
do  not  let  them  play  ;  tell  Lyddy  not  to  laugh 
while  papa  is  prayiug  !"  As  he  bent  slowly  to 
go  on  his  knees,  he  resumed — "  We  are  in  the 
caravan  for  the  wounded ;  my  arm  does  not 
pain  much  ;  do  not  tell  her  !"  with  his  face 
buried  between  her  knees,  and  both  her  hands 
clasped  in  his  fingers,  the  old  man  began  the 
Lord's  prayer;  gradually  his  voice  grew  fainter, 
his  breathing  heavier,  he  swayed  to  and  fro  like 
a  sleepy  child.  Charley  and  Miss  Eodney  laid 
the  Waterloo  veteran  gently  where  he  had  been 
kneeling;  and,  for  miles,  not  a  word  was 
spoken. 

When  they  reached  Talbot  Hall,  Hervey 
met  them  at  the  approach,  where  he  awaited 
their  arrival ;  welcomed  Lydia,  and  taking  her 
father's  arm  under  his  own  led  him  to  his  own 
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roomSj  accompanied  by  Charley  and  Darcy,  who 
just  rode  up  to  see  if  they  had  come. 

'No  sooner  had  Lydia  put  foot  on  the  hall 
steps  than  Lucy,  after  kissing  her,  insisted  on 
at  once  accompanying  her  through  the  different 
rooms — which  had  undergone  such  changes — 
carpets  had  disippeared,  chairs,  ottomans, 
tables,  sofas,  all  had  vanished  ;  and  in  their 
stead  she  found  waxed  floors,  wreathed  round 
with  painted  garlands ;  crirasom  covered  seats, 
close  to  the  wainscotting  ;  and  the  sides  of  the 
apartments  festooned  with  hangings  of  scarlet 
and  white  gauze,  gathered  into  drooping  arches 
by  bouquets  of  geraniums  and  forced  flowers. 

The  conservatory  doors  were  taken  down ; 
and  through  it,  to  the  library  window — whose 
sashes  v/ere  also  gone — was  a  row  of  orange 
and  lime  trees,  in  large  tubs,  covered  with 
moss,  leading  to  an  elevated  platform  shomng 
into  the  library,  the  interior  of  which  the  girls 
had  converted  into  the  sweetest  bower ;  all  the 
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larger  shrubs  being  raised  near  tne  wall  on 
stands,  till  they  reached  the  ceiling;  regular 
paths  were  left,  each  row  alternately  varying  in 
height ;  two  or  three  ottomans,  perfectly  em- 
bowered, offered  the  most  irresistible  attractions 
for  flirting  scenes — where,  surrounded  by  cool- 
ing shrubs  and  fragrant  flowers,  the  imagina- 
tion would  naturally  become  impregnated  with 
the  essence  of  their  sweet  language. 

Lucy  led  Lydia  from  room  to  room,  and 
asked  what  dress  she  intended  wearing  ;  but 
remarking  her  companion's  sorrowful  shake  of 
the  head,  apologized  for  not  enquiring  before 
for  Captain  Eodney ;  confessing  that  as  her 
mama  had  left  all  to  Ada's  and  her  taste — as  it 
was  her  seventeenth  birthday — she  was  exceed- 
ingly anxious  to  know  what  Miss  Eodney 
til  ought  of  their  arrangements. 

Lydia,  without  replying,  looked  about  in  all 
directions,  expecting,  or  perhaps  wondering  that 
Mr.  Butterworth  did  not  present  himself.     She 
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had  seen  him  actually  running  down  the 
avenue  to  meet  the  carriage  ;  but  did  not  know 
that  love  had  made  him  a  coward,  and  that  he 
had  turned  into  a  grove  to  recover  his  courage 
before  meeting  her. 

Instead  of  seeking  Miss  Eodney,  he  went  to 
Hervey's  room ;  where  he  found  the  old  officer, 
wearied  out  after  his  journey,  lying  fast  asleep. 
Hervey  sat  by  the  bed  watching  the  sleeper's 
features. 

^*  Did  he  enquire  for  me  ?''  asked  Mr.  But- 
terworth,  anxiously. 

His  friend  smiled,  and  remarked  that  in 
reality  he  was  personally  unacquainted  with 
him,  and,  therefore,  could  hardly  be  expected  to 
have  made  any  enquiry  for  one  he  had  never 
seen. 

**But  in  her  letters — my  name!  I  know, 
as  a  positive  fact,  that  she  mentioned  my 
name." 

^*  Butter  worth  !"  said  Hervey,  alarming  him 
by  his  serious  tone. 

VOL.   II.  G 
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"  "What !"  called  out  the  nervous  clergyman, 
for  love  makes  people  doubtful. 

*'  You  are  attached  to  his  daughter  ?" 

Had  Mr.  Butterworth  been  taxed  with 
high  treason,  or  changing  his  creed,  he  could 
not  have  exclaimed  in  a  more  declamatory 
voice. 

^*  I  attached  to  his  daughter  !" 

^*  There  is  nothing  dreadful  in  the  charge  I 
bring  against  you,  and  on  suspicion  only." 

^^  But — but — the  priest — oh !  he  is  unworthy 
of  the  confidence  — I — I " 

"  He  never  ;  in  short,  every  one,  even  little 
Charles,  we  all  guessed — '^ 

^^  Oh !  this  is  the  hardest  case  ever  heard 
of,  you  all  judge  by  appearances,  which  we 
know  are  deceitful." 

**  She  is  a  perfect  lady." 

'*  A  perfect  lady  !" 

''  Well,  then." 

^'Just  so." 

^'  Then  you  acknowledge  ?" 
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^'  Oh  !  I  acknowledge  nothing — even  your- 
self— were  you  not  made  the  subject  of  idle 
remark  by  Mr.  Darcy,  merely  because  you  were 
attentive  to  Miss  Talbot — was  it  not  very  dis- 
tressing to  your  feelings  to  Lave  your  actions 
pryed  into,  and  misrepresented.  Oh,  this  is  a 
deceitful  world  !" 

''  jSTay,  Butter  worth,  but  we  who  are  in  it." 

'^The  heart  is  deceitful,  above  all  things," 
groaned  the  poor  man,  making  a  rapid  exit, 
without  clearly  explaining  himself. 

That  day  Mr.  Butterworth  begged  of  Hervey 
to  say  he  did  not  feel  very  well,  and  pre- 
ferred not  going  down  to  dinner,  and  would 
keep  Captain  Eodney  company,  which  must 
have  been  dull  work,  as  the  old  man  slept  till 
the  music  and  dancing  awoke  him.  When 
Darcy  asked  for  Lydia  of  Charley,  the  latter 
replied  that  Mr.  Butterworth  had  not  found 
it  so  dull,  for  that  he  had  ordered  him  out  of 
the  room,   fearing  when  Miss  Eodney  went  in 

a  2 
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to  see  her  father,  that  so  many  might  make  the 
apartment  too  hot  for  a  delicate  old  gentleman. 

Greig  Demsey's  back  was  sore  from  the  bows 
he  had  made  before  ten  o'clock,  and  he  declared 
to  Mrs.  Potts  and  Sergeant  Berrigan,  who  were 
with  one  or  two  others  hid  in  his  pantry  to  see 
the  quality,  that,  on  the  virtue  of  his  oath,  it 
was  enough  to  drive  a  shy  man  out  of  his 
seventy  senses,  to  walk  through  a  room  filled 
with  living  flowers ;  that  in  regard  of  beauty, 
he  had  never  seen  such  elegant  girls  in  his 
life,  they  were  fit  to  make  him  dream  of 
Yargins  ;  but  that  there  was  not  one  of  them  a 
patch  on  Miss  Lucy. 

The  first  quadrille  was  over :  and  as  Hervey 
led  Emma,  or  rather  she  led  him  to  the  bower, 
Greig  muttered — 

"  The  deceiver  that  he  is  !" 

Lucy  tried  to  appear  in  good  spirits;  but  every 
time  she  passed  one  of  the  tall  mirrors  at  either 
end  of  the  room,  promenading  with  Kennedy 
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after  the  dance,  she  sighed  ;  all  the  pains  she 
had  taken  in  dressing  were  thrown  away; 
Hervey  had  not  even  glanced  in  her  direction  ; 
yet  she  could  not  help  admiring  her  lovely 
form.  In  her  long  ringlets  was  coyishly  hid  a 
single  crimson  camellia ;  she  wore  simple  white 
crape ;  in  her  breast  were  two  small  rosebuds  ; 
save  bracelets,  she  had  not  on  a  single  orna- 
ment. As  she  moved  about,  every  eye  fol- 
lowed her  in  unfeigned  admiration.  Lucy 
would  gladly  have  dispensed  with  all  those  looks 
for  one  single  glance  from  Hervey,  who  now 
appeared  entirely  to  have  forgotten  her. 

Kennedy  proposed  following  Emma  to  the 
bower,  as  he  wished  to  engage  her  for  the  next, 
dance,  were  she  free.  As  they  stood  on  the  plat- 
form, they  could  see  the  couples  seated  amongst 
the  shrubs,  but  not  knowing  exactly  who  they 
were,  so  much  were  they  concealed ;  they 
paused,  Lucy  looking  in  quite  another  direc- 
tion, as  if  nothing  there  interested  her.  At 
At  last,  Kennedy  was  sure  he  could  not  mistake 
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Emma's  small  head,  and  the  pearls  which  were 
so  tastefully  interwoven  in  her  nut-brown  hair ; 
they  approached  the  spot.  Lucy  hung  back  ; 
her  partner  drew  her  on  ;  nothing  but  a  lime 
was  between  them  and  Hervey,  whose  face  was 
turned  towards  Miss  Dawson,  to  whom  he 
spoke  in  low  whispers.  Lucy  thought  she 
heard  her  own  name.  The  instant  the  young 
officer  addressed  her,  the  Englishman  look'^d 
round,  and  in  spite  of  his  determination  not  to 
let  his  eyes  wander  to  Lucy,  they  not  only 
rested  on,  but  remained  rivetted,  in  silent 
adoration,  on  her  loveliness.  He  had  never 
seen  her  so  bewitchingly  sweet ;  even  the  toss 
of  her  head,  in  imitation  of  Emma,  had  in  it  a 
playful  and  girlish  innocence  quite  irresistible. 
While  Kennedy  settled  which  dance,  and  waited 
to  see  his  name  on  the  tablet,  Lucy  stood  close 
to  Hervey ;  her  heart  beat  violently ;  her 
small  foot,  trembling  and  nervously  playing 
beneath  the  skirt  of  her  dress,  seemed  anxious 
to   attract   attention   from    her  tell-tale   face, 
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which  any  but  a  man  deeply  in  love  might 
have  read  and  understood,  for  the  colour  came 
and  went. 

"  Poor  Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  Emma,  smiling 
graciously  on  him,  "you  have  no  flower  in 
your  button-hole." 

"  I  live  in  hopes  of  being  presented  with 
one  worth  prizing,  otherwise  I  might  have  had 
one  :"  he  looked  anxiously  at  her  beautiful 
bouquet. 

*'  Perhaps,  were  I  to  offer,  you  would  refuse 
mine  too  ?" 

^^  Does  a  thirsting  man  turn  from  the  well 
he  has  travelled  miles  of  a  sandy  desert  to 
reach  ?" 

"  I  think  he  deserves  a  bachelor's  button. 
What  think  you,  Mr.  Hervey?  Eh,  Lucy 
dear — decide." 

Both  Hervey  and  Lucy  started,  being  so  un- 
expectedly coupled  together. 

The  Englishman  replied  that  he  had  gone  to 
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brooks,  tempted  by  the  brightness  of  the  clear 
waters,  which  on  tasting  were  so  bitter,  that 
it  had  made  the  heart  sigh  for  less  alluring 
streams. 

Lucy  glanced  reproachfully  towards  him, 
and  with  the  colour  mounting  to  her  fair  fore- 
head, said — 

^'In  the  quietest  streams  are  found  the 
forget-me-not ;  simple  as  it  is,  it  was  once 
prized.  Mr.  Kennedy  has  sought  for  the 
sweets  only,  without  disturbing  the  bitter 
waters ;  he  certainly  has  a  claim  to  the  one  I 
see  in  your  bouquet." 

Emma  did  not  wish  to  part  with  it,  and  pre- 
tending not  to  understand  Lucy,  presented  him 
with  a  geranium. 

^^  Has  no  one  offered  you  a  flower  this  even- 
ing, Mr.  Ilervey  ?"  asked  Miss  Dawson. 

In  his  turn  he  coloured,  and  fixing  an  eye 
on  Lucy's  two  rosebuds,  replied — 

^'  I  presume  that  I  am  not  deemed  worthy  of 
possessing  anything  of  value." 
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"Lucy  dear,"  she  resumed,  "will  you  give 
me  one  of  those  twin  flowers  ?" 

She  seemed  not  to  have  heard,  and  taking 
Kennedy's  arm,  tried  to  lead  him  away. 

As  Emma  took  it  from  the  unresisting  girl, 
she  said — 

"  I  doubt  whether  it  will  look  as  well 
(placing  it  in  her  own  bosom)  as  where  it  was. 
Lucy,  if  I  was  a  man,  I  should  lose  my  heart  to 
you  to-night — you  are  a  little  divinity." 

Lucy,  in  spite  of  a  feeling  of  coldness  to  her 
rival,  felt  pleased  with  the  compliment ;  and 
when  Emma,  taking  the  bud  from  her  dress, 
said,  with  the  sweetest  smile,  "  May  I  give  it 
away  ?"  though,  pretending  to  be  angry,  she 
could  hardly  conceal  her  delight  on  seeing  the 
bud  in  Hervey's  button-hole. 

"  Captain  Leslie  ;  I  think  that  was  the  name 
he  announced,"  said  Hervey,  answering  Miss 
Dawson's  look  of  inquiry. 

"  Yes  I"  chimed  in  Kennedy,  lingering  near 
the  spot. 

G  £ 
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"  Let  me  see  !"  called  out  Emma,  addressing 
him  as  Lucy  led  him  away ;  if  the  next  is  a 
waltz — I  think — I  am  engage<l — do  you  mind 
letting  me  oflP,  and  taking  the  quadrille  ?" 

Kennedy  did  not  seem  to  approve  of  the 
proposal. 

"  Lucy  dear,  will  you  come  with  me  into  the 
dancing-room  ?" 

'^  If  the  next  is  a  waltz,  I  must  run  away, 
because  I  am  engaged." 

'^  Who  to,  dear?" 

**  To  Captain  Leslie — he  asked  mo  this  morn- 
ing for  the  first  waltz." 

"I  will  risk  it,"  said  Eiiiina,  confusedly, 
*'  and  give  it  to  you,  Mr.  Kennedy." 

TltC  four  rose  en  7nasse^  each  lady  leaning  on 
her  own  partner,  as  they  moved  towards  the 
drawing-room. 

Leslie's  tall  figure  v/as  just  entering  ;  his 
dignified  carriage,  liis  easy  but  elegantly  fit- 
ting suit  of  mourning,  agreed  well  with  his 
thoughtful  features.     Instead  of  advancing  at' 
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once  to  seek  some  member  of  the  family, 
he  remained  calmly  (to  outward  appearance) 
gazing  on  the  faces  which  were  mostly  unknown 
to  him,  as  if  he  waited  for  others  to  make  the 
first  advance. 

Lucy,  in  her  playful  way,  freed  herself  from 
Kennedy's  arm,  and  gliding  noiselessly  over  to 
him,  held  out  her  hand,  thanked  him  for 
coming,  and  hoped  that  among  so  many  attrac- 
tive partners  he  would  not  forget  he  had  pro- 
mised her  the  fir&t  waltz. 

He  looked  around,  then,  as  his  eyes  rested 
on  the  fascinating  speaker,  replied — 

''  No  one  could  forget  a  promise  made  to 
Miss  Talbot.'' 

There  was  sometliing  in  the  tone  rather  than 
the  words  which  brought  a  pleased  flush  to 
Lucy's  face. 

Emma  listened  attentively  to  every  word  he 
uttered,  and  managed  to  get  Ilervey,  on 
whose  arm  she  leant,  into  conversation  with 
Leslie. 
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The  band  struck  up,  and  Kennedy  came  to 
claim  his  partner  from  Hervey.  Whenever 
Lucy  rested,  Emma,  too,  left  off  close  to  her, 
and  always  had  some  passing  remark  to  offer, 
which  would  have  admitted  of  others  joining 
in  the  conversation. 

"  How  beautiful  Miss  Dawson  looks  to- 
night,'' said  Ada,  to  Darcjj  who,  after  a  few 
turns,  had  drawn  aside  from  the  dancers,  and 
looked  on. 

^'  Yes,  she  always  does." 

"  You  are  an  admirer  of  her  style  of 
beauty." 

^'  Eather  !" 

"  I  do  not  wonder  at  her  being  such  an  ob- 
ject of  attraction,  her  manners  are  very  en- 
gaging and  \\  inning." 

'*  neartless  !" 

'^  I  should  have  thought  the  contrary." 

Darcy  smiled  ironically,  and  asked — 

''  Can  a  girl,  who  being  engaged,  flirts  with 
others,  as  she  did  after  my  cousin  Edwin  was 
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ordered  to  India,  deserve  your  encomium  ? 
She  has  been  and  will  be  a  flirt  all  her  life.  I 
admire,  but  do  not  approve  of  her  ways,  she  is 
aware  of  this." 

^'  Ilunder  her  careless  playful  manner  there 
appears  to  me  to  be  concealed  deep  feeling." 

^'  For  the  moment  she  may  feel — it  is  not 
lasting." 

^^  May  not  her  true  affections  be  roused  some 
day  ?  I  think  she  loves  in  secret  even  now." 

"  Women  are  quick  in  discovering  the 
secrets  of  their,  own  sex's  heart,  but  rely  on  it 
she  is  heartless." 

"  Heartless  as  you  imagine  her,  I  am  certain 
she  is  a  girl  of  strong  emotions." 

*'  The  emotion  which  passes  over  a  flirt's 
heart  is  transient  as  the  breath  dimming 
polished  steel." 

'*  Aye  !  but  the  more  polished  the  steel  the 
more  easily  snapped  if  but  once  rudely  bent." 

'^  At  times  I  fancy  she  is  struck  with  Leslie, 
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I  even  think  he  admires  her,  though  he  pities 
her  thoughtless  character;  his  marked  coldness 
piques  her;  twice,  to-night,  I  noticed  the  colour 
come  to  her  cheek  when  his  name  was  men- 
tioned ;  did  I  not  know  her  well,  T  might  have 
been  induced  to  believe  she  was  trying  to  cut 
Lucy  out ;  but  no,  that  is  not  her  game,  she 
sees  Hervey  cares  not  for  her." 

^'  He  seems  attentive  to  Miss  Dawson  ;  what 
causes  the  coolness  between  him  and  Lucy  ?  she 
will  not  tell  me,  but  I  fancy  the  nun  has 
something  to  do  with  their  falling  out." 

^^  I  have  not  patience  witJi  the  little  mimic, 
she  is  trying  to  pique  Hervey  by  drawing  on 
Leslie's  attentions;  more  than  that,  she  is  paying 
Emma  back  in  her  own  coin  ;  her  young  heart 
is  full  of  grief,  though  smiles  are  so  plentiful 
on  her  face." 

''She  is  so  innocent  looking,  such  a  perfect 
Hebe,  I  would  not  compare  any  one  in  the 
room  to  her." 
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"  Nor  I,  with  one  exception." 

He  looked  slightly  towards  Ada,  who  going 
back  a  sentence  or  two  said — 

''  Poor  Lucy  !  her  own  heart  is  not  free  from 
the  pain  she  is  trying  to  cause." 

^'  I  see  Emma  Dawson  is  straining  all  her 
fascinating  po  vers  on  Hervey,  it  is  not  fair  to 
Lucy." 

"  I  wonder  pride  doos  not  prevent  her 
making  such  advances." 

^'It  would  if  she  really  were  attached  to 
him  ;  true  love  makes  us  all  timid." 

Ada  held  her  bouquet  to  her  face,  the  re- 
flection of  the  scarlet  geraniums  seemed  to 
share  their  tinge  with  her  cheek. 

''  With  all  her  playfulness,"  resumed 
Darcy,  *'  she  does  not  dare  to  draw  Leslie's  at- 
tentions on  herself  by  a  single  coquetting  com- 
ment— mark  well,  she  spares  no  one  else." 

"  Then  you  and  I  have  made  the  same  dis- 
covery ;  that  was  my  secret,  but  like  you,  I 
doubt  whether  he  returns  the  sentiment." 


136  TALBOT  HALL. 

'^  It  is  sweet  to  love  and  feel  you  are  loved 
in  return." 

Ada's  bouquet  must  have  been  full  of  de- 
licious perfume,  for  she  buried  her  face  in  it, 
then  raised  her  graceful  head  slowly,  as  he  pro- 
ceeded in  a  reflecting  strain. 

'^  My  thoughts  are  ever  with  Annie  Talbot ; 
even  at  this  moment  my  imagination  sees  an 
angel  gently  receding  from  the  familiar  faces 
which  appear  to  be  pressed  forward — I  see  it 
now."  Ada  looked  at  his  kindling  eye,  it  was^ 
painfully  bright.  '*  Yes,  I  see  her  now,  where 
those  girls  are  clustering  around  Lucy  in 
groups,  I  hear  the  dovelike  wiugs  fanning 
their  ringlets  and  cooling  their  flushed  faces 
which  are  too  earthly  for  one  so  pure  to  kiss  — 
I  see  her  now  watching  you  silently,  thought- 
fully, mournfully — but  in  the  look  there  is  a 
divine  sweetness — I  feel  the  soft  influence 
of  her  eye,  to  me,  a  star  which  is  invisible 
to  every  other  being." 

His  hand  trembled  on  Ada's  wrist,  she  turned 
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towards  him,  his  face  was  flushed  and  agitated, 
his  eyes  brilliant  and  sparkling,  a  tremor  came 
over  her. 

^^Ada,"  whispered  Lucy,  coming  on  them, 
^'  do  not  lead  his  thoughts  into  that  channel, 
I  know  by  his  look  of  what  you  have  been 
talking  ;  the  sight  of  so  many  girls  recalls — a 
ball-room  always  makes  him  sad,  poor  dear 
Tom !  see,  he  is  not  paying  the  least  attention 
to  us,  he  will  spend  the  remainder  of  the  night 
thinking  of  Annie." 

'^  Lucy  !"  exclaimed  Darcy,  turning  his 
bright  eye  on  her,  *^  you  look  very  lovely  to- 
night— so  like — "  with  a  sigh  he  leant  on  the 
chimney-piece. 

''  Tom,  dear,  you  have  not  asked  me  to  dance 
once,  you  promised  me  a  schottish,  and  to 
make  up  for  neglect,  because  I  am  sure  you 
did  not  forget,  you  try  to  propitiate  me  by 
flattery.  Come,  it  is  a  waltz  again,  there  I 
give  it  to  me  like  a  dear  fellow ;  you  do  the 
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deuX' temps  so  nicely,  so  does  Captain  Leslie, 
no  one  else,  except — " 

"  I  understand  your  excepts  ;  you  need  not 
blush  unless  that  you  are  ashamed  of  pretend- 
ing to  flirt  with  Captain  Leslie,'' 

^^  Well,  but  Tom,  you  know,  I  only  do  so, 
because  he  is  attentive  to  Emma,  and  people 
are  so  ill  natured — leading  my  eye  to  her  and 
him — she  could  easily  be  cool  to  him,  instead 
of  paying  him  such  compliments." 

^^  Fiddlesticks  !  he  does  not  care  for  her." 

*^  Nor  for  any  one  else." 

^*  You  are  fishing  in  a  muddy  stream,  it 
would  serve  you  right  if  he  did  not.  I  thought 
you  had  one  lesson  to  cure  you  of  flirting." 

Lucy  hung  down  her  face  and  pressed  his 
arm,  not  to  speak  so  loud,  saying  — 

^^  What  have  i  done?  Whenever  he  meets 
me  he  always  walks  another  way,  and  if  he 
bows  or  speaks  it  is  with  such  marked  polite- 
ness that  I  would  ten  thousand  times  sooner  he 
said  something  rude ;  yesterday  he  Miss  Tal- 
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boted  me  so  often  before  Emma,  that  I  was 
ashamed  to  come  down  to  dinner,  I  was  so 
vexed — oa  !  if  he  would  only  get  angry — then 
there  would  be  a  chance  of — " 

"Of  making  up  !" 

*'  Oh,  Tom  !  how  you  startled  me,  why  did 
you  pinch  my  arm  so  ?" 

"  Look  at  Emma,  now ;  she  is  trying  to  get 
Hervey  to  stand  close  to  Leslie  ;  watch  her, 
she  pretends  not  to  see  him — she  is  almost 
touching  his  elbow — there  !  she  is  apologizing 
for  what  she  did  purposely — he  is  bowing — he 
colours — so  does  she  I  Hervey  has  left  her — 
he  has  gone  to  Ada.  Emma  is  standing  by 
Leslie's  side — how  clever — but  she  dare  not 
address  him  !  Now  she  is  playing  with  the 
forget-me-not  in  her  bouquet — it  has  dropped 
close  to  him  —he  pretends  not  to  see  it.  Now, 
ah  !  he  is  apologizing  for  standing  with  his 
back  to  her  ;  there,  she  is  smiling,  and  trying 
to  lead  his  eye  to  the  fallen  flower.     No,  he 
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will  not  see  it ;  hillo  !  Sir  Henry  Gale  has 
pounced  on  it;  she  is  asking  him,  rather  coolly, 
to  retnrn  it — he  is  begging  for  it.  No  !  she 
has  it  again.  Do  you  look,  Lucy ;  Gale  is 
pleading  for  the  polka — she  complains  of  being 
tired  ;  he  will  go  on ;  she  is  tossing  her  head — 
that  means  ^  no  use  tormenting  me.'  Gale 
is  turning  from  her — Leslie,  too,  has  left  the 
chimney-piece;  she  is  alone — her  face  is  scarlet; 
look  at  her  hiding  it  behind  her  fan — serves  her 
right  if  he  makes  her  heart  ache." 

^'  Don't  say  that,  Tom  ;  I  am  very  sorry  for 
her  now.  Come  and  speak  to  her — wait  for  a 
second  till  she  recovers  a  little." 

"  Not  I !  it  will  be  a  lesson — it  may  make 
her  feel  for  others.  I  never  forgave  the  way 
she  behaved  to  you  brother ;  poor  Kennedy, 
too,  the  soft — " 

"  Edwin  always  writes  so  affectionately,  and 
enquires  so  tenderly  for  her.  I  dare  not  even 
hint  the  truth,  he  will  be  so  angry  when  he 
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returns ;  he  will  look  on  me  as  the  most  trea- 
cherous confidante.  I  have  not  the  heart  to 
undeceive  him  !" 

Lucy,  sliding  gracefully  across  the  room, 
glided  towards  Emma ;  and,  turning  her  arm 
pettingly  around  the  blusher's  waist,  asked  her 
for  the  forget-me-not ;  at  first  she  hesitated, 
but,  looking  enquiringly  into  Lucy's  innocent 
face,  she  allowed  her  to  take  it.  Lucy  then, 
accosting  Leslie  with  girlish  playfulness, 
said — 

^^  You  must  stoop.  Captain  Leslie,  you  are  so 
tall;  let  me  place  this  in  your  coat — it  is  not 
mine,"  she  whispered,  smiling  ;  '•  now  you  will 
be  the  most  envied  man  in  the  room." 

^^  Then  I  must  seek  its  owner  and  return  it." 

Emma  heard  the  words,  and  so  did  Lucy, 
who,  turning  back  to  him,  said  quickly — 

"  To  ask  her  for  the  next  dance,  she  waltzes 
so  beautifully  !" 

He  was  sure  that  they  must  have  been  over- 
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heard ;  and,  politely  stepping  np  to  Miss 
Dawson,  enquired  if  she  would  do  him  the 
honour — 

Without  giving  him  time  to  finish  the  sen- 
tence, she  drew  herself  up  proudly,  and  biting 
her  lip  to  keep  it  from  curling  with  vexation, 
replied  that  that  which  was  done  merely  to 
please  others  could  scarcely  be  deemed  an 
honour;  that  he  might  have  heard  her  refuse 
Sir  Henry  Gale ;  but  she  had  no  doubt  there 
were  many  ladies  in  the  room  who,  if  he 
really  wished  to  dance,  would  be  proud 
of  conferring  the  honour.  She  bowed  for- 
mally. Leslie  appeared  moved  ;  for  a  moment 
or  two  he  was  silent,  then  said  aloud,  to 
Lucy — 

''Did  I  not  tell  you.  Miss  Talbot,  that  by 
keeping  away  I  might  have  spared  myself 
pain  ;  my  feelings  are  sensitively  alive  to 
coldness." 

Lucy  thought  it  was  all  her  fault,  and  left 
them  to  themselves.     Leslie  moved  towards  the 
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conservatory,  Emma  followed  him,  and  trem- 
bling from  head  to  foot  on  finding  they  were 
alone  in  it,  she  said — 

^*  I  was  rude  to  you,  Captain  Leslie,  just 
now — everybody  is  dancing — I  am  come  to 
apologise  for  acting  without  thought.'' 

He  bowed,  in  token  of  forgiveness  ;  he  could 
not  leave  her  alone — she  looked  towards  the 
bower,  but  had  not  courage  to  lead  the  way — 
fearing  he  might  not  follow.  Their  conversa- 
tion was  carried  on  in  monosyllables  ;  both  felt 
equally  ill  at  ease. 

As  the  music  ceased  the  dancers  joined  them 
and  passed  to  and  fro. 

Hervey,  bowing  with  as  much  stateliness  as 
if  he  were  being  presented  to  an  Empress, 
asked  Lucy  for  the  next  dance ;  she,  in  her 
turn,  answered  with  a  tragedy  curtsey,  ac- 
cepting his  proffered  arm.  They  walked  in 
silence  for  some  time,  then  joined  Leslie  and 
Emma. 
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1 

It  is  strange  how  soon  lovers  regain  the  use  | 

of  their  tongues  when  mingling  in  the  gay  and  j 

crowded  tiirong  of  a  ball  -room  ;    and  yet  how  ' 

often   they   feel  as  if  they  were  quite  alone  ^ 

with  the  favoured  one.  I 

^'  Little  flirt !"  whispered  Emma,  gaining 
courage  ;  ^'  is  she  not  a  sweet  girl  ?  Did  you 
notice  her  curtsey,  Captain  Leslie  ?" 

''  I  know  not,"  said  Ilervey,  overhearing  her,  i 

and  addressing  Lucy  as  they  mixed  in  the  buzz  ! 

of  voices,    '^0  whom  Miss  Dawson's  remark 
alluded — do  you  ?"  I 

"  1  cannot  say,"  replied  his  partner^  colour-  ] 

ing  ;  '^  probably  to  some  gentleman." 

"  I  know  not,  but  methinks  your  sex  are 
greater  flirts  than  ours."  I 

'^  Man  strikes  the  chord,  woman's  answers 
are  only  the  vibration." 

*^  How  delicately  then  do  such  strings  require  \ 

to  be  touched."  ' 

"  A  good  musician  has  power  to  draw  sounds  j 
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which,  with  an  indifferent  player,  might  lie 
dormant,"  remarked  Emma,  joining  in  the 
dialogue. 

^^  To  awaken  them,"  said  Hervey,  *'  the 
heart  must  feel ;  then  the  chords  may  re-vibrate 
from  sympathy  or  pity." 

"  Sympathy,"  remarked  Leslie,  ^^  is  trea- 
cherous ;  in  leading  us  to  feel  for  others,  it 
throws  us  off  our  guard,  exposing  us  to  danger, 
for  which  pity  is  but  a  slight  return." 

"  Pity  is  akin — "  Emma  checked  herself,  and 
added,  ^^  to  compassion,  which  we  only  appre- 
ciate from  those  we  esteem." 

^^  There  may  be  feelings  within  the  breast," 
remarked  Leslie,  '4t  were  better  were  never 
awakened." 

^^The  finest  emotions  of  the  heart,"  said 
Hervey,  ^^  are  those  that  lie  deepest." 

*^  But  are  not  the  first  impulses,"  remarked 
Emma  timidly,  "  the  most  true  ?" 

The  parties  in  the  card-room,  with  Mr.  But- 
terworth    and    Mrs.     Talbot    at    their    head, 

VOL.  n.  H 
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were  making  towards  the  supper-room ;  and, 
as  no  one  had  an  answer  for  Miss  Dawson's 
last,  the  two  couples  hung  on  the  stairs- 
irresistible  spot  for  saying  soft  nothings  and 
tender  somethings ! 

"Who  has  not  seen  a  supper-table  with  its 
luxuries  and  delicacies,  and  not  noted  the 
scanning  eyes  of  some  practised  dowager  taking 
in  at  a  glance  jellies,  hlanc-manges^  game, 
cakes,  tarts,  preserves  —  who  has  not  noted 
the  sly  anxious  faces  of  couples,  who  have 
spoken  but  little  during  the  evening,  gradually 
edging  closer,  and  under  cover  of  flirtiug  fruit 
— as  almonds  and  raisins  are  called — gradually 
get  up  a  little  flirtation  of  their  own  ?  A  sup- 
per-table will  bring  round  conversation  for  the 
most  silent  after  sitting  a  short  time. 

Mr.  Eutterworth  had  made  most  unpardon- 
able mistakes  at  whist,  and  though  a  first-rate 
player,  the  politest  old  ladies  complained  of 
headache,  and  preferred  retiring  (much  as  they 
regretted  not  being  able  to  take  a  hand),  when 
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he  was  to  be  their  partner.  No  sooner  had  he 
done  the  honors  to  Mrs.  Talbot,  than  he  was 
seen  creeping,  crab-fashion  (as  Grelg  termed 
it),  towards  Miss  Eodney,  unceremoniously 
slipping  a  chair  between  her  and  an  old  dow- 
ager, who,  poor  thing  !  blindly  thought  him 
most  attentive,  till  she  had  to  ask  three  times 
for  a  help  of  trifle,  when  he  put  a  lobster's 
claw  into  her  plate,  though  hearing  sharply 
pronounced  "  Trifle !  I  said  trifle !"  he  emp- 
tied a  spoonful  over  the  lobster,  without  re- 
marking her  indignant  look,  or  heeding  the 
accompanying  slip,  '^pestetake  him." 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  a  birth- 
day in  Ireland  is  only  celebrated  in  the 
parlour — far  from  it.  In  the  servants'  hall, 
when  the  quality  had  returned  to  the  dancing- 
rooms,  that  was  the  place  to  sea  it  kept  up! 
Charley  and  little  Mary,  in  her  plain,  white 
dress,  were  dancing,  while  the  others  looked 
on ;  she  had  stolen  from  the  ball-room,  saying 
no  one  minded  her  there — she  was  too  small ; 
H  3 
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and  when  Johnny,  she,  Charley,  and  another 
little  girl,  slipped  away  to  the  pantry,  the 
honest  and  earnest  dancing  began.  Mrs.  Potts, 
though  declaring  it  was  very  imprudent  to  polka 
and  over-exert  herself,  getting  up  with  Berri- 
gan,  who  invented  a  step  of  his  own,  she  looking 
on  extreme  rapidity  in  turning  as  the  climax  of 
dancing,  performing  the  most  extraordinary 
evolutions. 

"  Hurroo  !"  shouted  the  lookers-on,  ^^  Berri- 
gan  is  the  boy  !  God  save  us,  he  is  the  lad 
that  can  kick  it !  Gobs,  he  is  able  to  dance 
any  man  out  of  his  stockings.  More  power  to 
you,  Mrs.  Potts,  but  you  are  the  fellow  that 
could  cover  the  buckle — shuffle  and  double,  up 
and  down ;"  several  joining  in  the  reel  now 
played  by  the  fiddler :  '^  hurroo  !  hands  across, 
easy,  easy  ! — that  is  the  swinging  in  earnest — 
see- saw — but  you  are  the  darling,  Mrs.  Potts,  it 
is  yourself  knows  how  to  show  your  pretty  legs, 
and  small  blame  to  you." 

*^  If  them  young  chaps,"  said  Greig,  entering 
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the  servants'  hall,  "  are  not  playing  the  mis- 
chief in  the  pantry.  I  heard  great  smacking 
of  lips.  Well  done,  Mrs.  Potts,  hold  to  it — 
Berrigan  is  most  beat — never  give  in  to  him 
till  he  falls  dead  at  your  feet." 
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CHAPTEK  VI. 


The  anxiously  looked- for  day  had  at  last 
arrived;  the  birds  stretched  their  necks,  and 
hopped  from  branch  to  branch,  to  discover  the 
cause  of  the  crowds  that  were  thronging  the 
high  road ;  carriages  of  every  description, 
some  of  which  had  not  seen  daylight  for  months, 
others,  equipages  of  the  first  style,  and  among 
them  the  Talbots,  with  four  greys ;  all  w^ere 
making  for  a  rising  field,  on  which  was  erected 
a  temporary  stand.  The  postillions  were  call- 
ing out    to   the   driver   of    an   extraordinary 
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vehicle  which  stopped  the  way,  and  was  fouling 
everyone  and  everything;  some  were  down- 
right angry — others,  among  them  Hervey  and 
old  Talbot,  who  rode  together,  laughed  most 
heartily.  The  cause  of  general  annoyance  was 
an  hermaphrodite  gig,  of  unquestionably  old 
pedigree,  drawn  by  a  huge  rat-tailed  horse, 
who  appeared  so  much  surprised  with  the 
novelty  of  his  situation,  and  the  variety  of 
sights  so  new  to  him,  that  he  walked  up  to 
every  one  of  them  with  a  snort,  sometimes 
bounding  round  in  perfect  amaze,  and  elevating 
his  hairless  tail  in  fear  and  wonder.  Berrigan 
had  borrowed  him  from  a  farming  relation ; 
being  no  whip,  he  was  on  the  point  of  jumping 
out  several  times  and  leaving  Mrs.  Potts  to  her 
fate,  had  she  not  caught  hold  of  one  of  the 
reins,  he  pulling  one  way,  and  she  the  other ; 
Berrigan  used  the  whip,  Mrs.  Potts  her 
parasol,  so  alarming  the  brute,  that  he  would 
make  bolts   forward,  and  shove  his  nose  into 
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the    middle  of  a  jaunting-car    or   a   carriage 
window. 

**  Holy  Nelly  !"  exclaimed  Berrigan,  ^'ishe 
not  the  sinner  to  drive  ;  bad  cess  to  him  ! 
making  a  holy  show  of  us — our  names  are  in 
every  one's  mouth." 

^'  Pull  you  !"  shouted  Mrs.  Potts,  her  face  as 
red  as  a  peony  from  exertion,  ^^  or  we  shall  be 
upset.  Oh  !  Miss  Lucy  !  hit  him  with  your 
parasol.  Don't  be  afraid  of  hurting  his  nose. 
Oh  !  such  an  invincible  !" 

The  footmen  were  down  in  an  instant,  and 
leading  the  beast  clear,  let  him  go ;  and,  as 
the  road  was  pretty  free,  Berrigan  being  nearly 
at  the  head  of  the  throng,  he  flogged  him  into 
a  canter,  never  pulling  up  till  the  horse  was 
dead  blown,  Mrs.  Potts  looking  exultingly  at 
each  carriage  as  it  came  to  the  rising  eminence, 
and  thinking  her  Captain  Berrigan  the  best 
driver  in  Ireland.  All  the  elite  of  the  surround- 
ing sporting  and  fashionable  world  was  on  the 
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ground.  In  the  betting  ring,  the  knowing 
ones  were  making  up  their  books,  and  com- 
menting on  the  riders. 

"  It  is  even  betting,"  said  old  Talbot ;  '^  for 
Sir  Henry  is  a  professed  gentleman  rider,  with 
a  head  as  cool  as  a  cucumber,  and  hands  as 
steady  as  his  seat  is  good." 

*^  Englishmen,"  remarked  Kennedy,  **  are 
not  in  general  first  rate  across  an  Irish 
country ;  but  when  they  do  take  to  it  they  are 
in  earnest." 

"  My  nephew  wants  that,"  tapping  his  own 
forehead,  "judgment  in  riding." 

"  He  is  a  beautiful  rider,"  chimed  in 
Hervey,  joining  the  group,  "  his  great  fault  is 
in  not  cutting  out  the  work  with  coolness." 

"Here  he  comes,"  said  Kennedy, '^canter- 
ing on  a  cob,  with  the  saddle  strapped  to  his 
back,  quite  professional." 

Shortly  after  Darcy  had  got  out  of  the  scales. 
Pioneer  appeared  on  the  ground,  the  knowing 
ones  all  crowded  around  him,  and  examined 
H  6 
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the  horse  carefully.  Leslie  placed  his  hand  on 
his  crest,  and  eyeing  him  narrowly,  with  the 
look  of  a  connoisseur,  murmured  to  himself — 

**  Fit  to  start  for  a  man's  life." 

There  was  in  Parcy's  manner  a  triumphant 
air — he  was  much  excited — and  to  every  ques- 
tion from  his  friends,  he  replied,  with  a  con- 
fidant nod — 

^'  All  my  owTi  way — the  priest's  horse  is  not 
in  condition.'' 

While  they  conversed,  the  first  bell  rang  : 
and  there  was  as  yet  no  appearance  of  Mama- 
luke  or  his  rider.  Meantime,  Pioneer  was 
prancing  and  becoming  rather  fretful.  The 
second  bell  rang — then  was  seen  the  English- 
man quietly  getting  into  the  scales ;  he  w^ore 
a  green  velvet  jacket  with  a  black  cap,  his  does 
were  white  as  snow,  and  his  tops  the  colour  of 
a  hound's  tooth.  Leslie  and  he  walked  apart 
from  the  groups,  and  looking  anxiously  at 
Pioneer,  whose  clothing  they  were  stripping, 
remained  silent  for  a  few  seconds,  when  the 
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former  remarked,  that  they  had  drawn  him 
too  fine.  A  restless  uneasiness  began  to  show 
itself  on  the  better's  countenances,  for  there 
was  no  sign  of  the  Englishman's  racer ;  and 
old  Talbot  declared  he  should  start  them  to  the 
moment. 

Neither  Sir  Henry  Gale  or  Leslie  appeared 
the  least  put  out  by  the  announcement,  but 
went  on  talking,  as  they  quietly  walked  in  the 
direction  of  the  starting  post.  Darcy  had 
mounted,  and  was  giving  his  horse  the  show- 
ofP  canter  previous  to  starting ;  he  looked  re- 
markably well^  and  as  he  repassed  the  carriage 
at  a  foot's  pace,  he  said  to  Ada  — 

''  I  shall  win  a  shop  full  of  gloves — back 
me  !" 

"  If  you  lose,  Tom,"  called  out  Lucy,  '^  I 
must  go  bare  handed  for  a  twelvemonth." 

''  Mr.  Darcy,"  chimed  in  Emma,  *^  mind  the 
race,  and  think  of  nothing  else." 

"He  is  in  great  tune,"  remarked  Hervey  ; 
"  I  fear  he  is  a  little  overdone — it  is  a  pity  you 
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did  not  keep  him  off  the  ground  till  the  last 
moment — his  temper  is  getting  up — mark,  how 
careful  they  are — you  will  not  see  their  nag 
till  the  starting  bell  rings — there  it  goes — try 
and  keep  him  cool — give  him  his  head — look  ! 
here  comes  the  priest's  horse — how  quietly  he 
looks  round  him — he  seems  in  good  fettle — 
yonder  is  your  uncle  cantering  down  to  start 
you  ;  mind,  Darcy,  make  a  waiting  race  !  you 
have  the  speed  of  him.    Keep  yourself  cool — " 

Meantime  Leslie  and  Gale  held  the  following 
dialogue  as  they  neared  the  post. 

"If  3^ou  lose,"  said  the  former,  seriously, 
"you  will  have  placed  yourself  in  a  very  dis- 
agreeable position,  not  to  use  a  stronger  ex- 
pression." 

Sir  Henry  bit  his  lip,  and,  after  a  moment, 
replied — 

"It  is  neck  or  nothing  with  me — my  book 
is  very  heavy — if  I  lose — psha  1  he  will  ride 
like  a  mad  man." 

Leslie  shook  his  head,  saying — 
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^'  You  were  wrong  to  bet  so  heavily,  without 
the  means,  in  case  of  losing,  of  paying." 

"  I  never  saw  a  long  flanked  horse  like 
him,"  remarked  Gale,  not  pretending  to  hear, 
^'  that  was  a  sticker — what  running  shall  I 
make  ?" 

'^  I  fancy  Darcy  will  hardly  like  to  trust  to 
heats,  wait  on  him,  at  any  rate,  till  the  brook 
is  cleared,  it  is  a  yawner,  do  not  make  too  sure, 
the  water  will  try  you — you  must  be  guided 
by  your  own  judgment." 

'^  If  I  can  collar  him  in  the  heavy  fallow,  he 
will  shut  up." 

^^  They  say  he  is  game  to  the  back-bone — 
move  on,  they  are  waiting  for  us." 

^'  Then  his  head  shall  be  my  die — I  will  get 
Master  Darcy's  temper  up  too." 

While  he  yet  addressed  Leslie,  Charley  came 
running  up  to  them,  and  beckoning  to  Sir 
Henry,  gave  him  a  slip  of  paper.  The  Baronet 
was  going  to  ask  from  whom  it  came  ;  but, 
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after  examining  the  superscription,  he  rode  apart, 
and  read  the  contents  two  or  three  times,  then 
mused  over  them.     They  ran  thus — 

*'  Eide  not  to-day — be  warned  by  one  who, 
notwithstanding  all  the  wrongs  she  has  re- 
ceived at  your  hands,  loves  you  still.  In  a 
dream,  last  night,  I  saw  you  hanging  over  a 
precipice." 

To  these  lines  were  attached  the  two 
initials—  "  Y.  G.'^ 

They  had  made  a  deep  impression  ;  but  see- 
ing that  he  was  watched,  Sir  Kenry  assumed 
an  easy  air ;  then  feeling  in  his  breast  for  some 
documents,  about  whose  safety  he  seemed 
anxious,  he  said  to  himself — 

^^  They  are  all  safe." 

The  riders  stood  side  by  side  ready  for  the 
starting  word,  whilst  the  lookers-on  passed 
their  remarks — 
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"  The  priest's  horse  looks  elegant — delight- 
ful entirely — what  bone  and  strength — non- 
sense !  not  in  condition — grand  to  the  full  !" 

Old  Talbot,  addressing  Hervey,  remarked 
how  well  Mamaluke  looked ;  then,  turning  to 
the  riders,  said — 

^'  Are  you  ready,  gentlemen  ?" 

Both  bowed. 

**  Off !"  shouted  the  master  of  the  hounds — 
and  Darcy  bounded  forward. 

'^  False  start !"  called  out  Gale. 

"  Are  you  ready  now  ?" 

*^Yes!"  replied  Darcy. 

"  Not  yet,"  said  Gale,  taking  up  a  hole  in 
his  stirrup  leathers. 

^'  Come,  come  !  Sir  Henry  1"  exclaimed  old 
Talbot,  impatiently,  ''  you  are  fretting  ray 
nephew's  horse." 

'^  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Darcy,  for  detain- 
ing yon." 

"It  is  too  bad,"  called  out  Tom,  angrily, 
rounding  his  plunging  horse. 
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^Mre  you  ready  now  ?" 

"  Yes  !"  shouted  Darcy,  rising  in  his  stir- 
rups, and  looking  fiercely  at  the  Baronet,  who 
coolly  said — 

"  Another  false  start." 

*^By  Heavens,  you  are  doing  it  on  pur- 
pose !"  exclaimed  old  Talbot,  at  the  same  time 
shouting  for  Darcy  to  return. 

Gale  looked  meaningly  at  Leslie,  who  ap- 
peared quite  disgusted  with  the  Baronet's  be- 
haviour. Pioneer  was  breaking  out  into  a 
sweat,  and  his  rider  trembled  from  rage  and 
excitement. 

Hervey  called  out  to  him,  markedly — 

"  Keep  cool — do  not  let  yourself  be  put  out 
of  temper." 

A  smile  of  triumph  passed  over  Gale's  face, 
as  he  politely  said — 

'^  ]N"ow  I  am  at  your  orders." 

''  Off !"  roared  Mr.  Talbot,  fiercely. 

"Beautiful  start!"  exclaimed  Hervey ;  "a 
sheet  would  cover  both  horses." 
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"  Holy  Peter,"  ejaculated  the  priest,  peep- 
ing through  a  hole  in  the  gable-end  of  a  cabin 
close  by ;  "  what  a  hucksterer  !  to  make  such 
work  about  starting — stand  still,  you  villain  ! 
my  foot  is  slipping  off  your  shoulders — don't 
move,  you  rascal — there  is  nothing  to  see  yet," 
he  addressed  the  cabiner,  on  whose  head  he 
was  actually  standing  in  his  excitement  to 
I  each  the  aperture. 

Hervey  appeared  very  much  put  out  by  the 
pace  at  which  Darcy  now  led — it  was  all  Gale 
could  do  to  keep  within  several  lengths.  Old 
Talbot  gallopped  by  the  short  cuts  to  the  win- 
ning post,  followed  by  Leslie. 

"  The  scarlet  cap  has  it  still,"  exclaimed 
Hervey,  turning  round  from  time  to  time. 

''By  Heavens!"  called  out  old  Talbot,  as 
he  mounted  the  stand,  ''how  Mamaluke  is 
creeping  up  in  the  heavy  ground." 

Darcy  led  by  a  length ;  slackening  his  pace, 
as  they  neared  a  high  wall,  built  with  loose 
stones,  he  dashed  boldly  at  it,  sent  the   top 


162  TALBOT    HALL. 

ones  flying,  and  swerving  slightly  at  the  drain 
on  the  other  side,  again  took  up  the  same 
strong  running,  with  the  priest's  horse  still 
holding  his  own  till  they  came  into  a  large 
grass  field ;  here  Mamaluke  fell  back  a  little, 
as  if  unable  to  follow  at  the  pace  ;  Pioneer 
cleared  the  way,  and  cut  out  ttfe  work. 

"  Darcy's  race  for  one  hundred  pounds," 
called  out  old  Talbot,  Gale's  horse  swerving  at 
the  moment  from  a  small  stream;  ^^good;  he 
has  him  over  it." 

^*  Done,"  said  Leslie,  bowing,  and  taking 
him  up. 

The  master  of  hounds  now  showed  extreme 
anxiety,  loudly  condemning  his  nephew  for 
going  a-head  at  such  a  distressing  pace  when 
the  race  appeared  all  his  own,  adding,  that  his 
horse  breasting  the  fences  was  the  rider's  fault. 
To  which  Hervey  replied,  it  was  no  sign  of 
distress  with  Pioneer.  Again  Gale  came  up 
within  fifty  yards,  gaining  in  every  stride, 
through  another  ploughed  field. 
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^^  Your  cousin  is  sure  to  win,"  said  Ada 
Gordon  to  Lucy  ;  ^'  he  is  a  long  way  before  Sir 
Henry  Gale.  Oh  !"  she  exclaimed,  immedi- 
ately recovering  herself,  '^  I  thought  Mr.  Darcy 
was  thrown." 

"Mr.  Hervey,"  called  out  Emma,  "two 
dozen  pair,  the  very  best  French  ones." 

So  excited  was  he,  (though  obliged  to  bet 
with  ladies  against  his  friend),  that  he  did  not 
notice  her  remark. 

They  were  now  in  the  sheep  walk,  Pioneer 
still  leading ;  Darcy  looking  round  with  more 
coolness  than  he  had  yet  shown,  reined  in  his 
horse,  and  allowed  Mamaluke  to  come  along- 
side, as  they  neared  the  dreaded  leap. 

"  What  the  deuce  is  he  at  ?"  exclaimed  old 
Talbot,  pinching  Hervey's  arm. 

"  All  right !  he  is—" 

"  Splendid  !  beautiful !"  roared  the  master 
of  hounds,  before  the  sentence  was  finished. 

Darcy,  all   of    a   sudden,  shot   away   from 
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Gale,  and,  clearing  a  furze  fence,  dashed  at 
full  speed  towards  the  yawning  brook. 

"  Now  for  it  1"  shouted  the  crowd,  pressing 
forward. 

''  By  Heavens  !"  bellowed  old  Talbot,  "  he 
has  struck  the  paling — he  is  in  it — but — the 
priest's  horse  will  not  take  it  —  another 
swerve — " 

Leslie  became  uneasy ;  the  girls  in  the  car- 
riages, all  but  Ada,  screamed,  she  remained 
standing,  pale  but  still,  though  alarmed.  A 
rush  took  place  ;  before  the  people  reached  the 
spot,  Darcy  was  seen  floundering  up  the  bank ; 
he  was  unable  to  get  his  horse  out,  although 
he  had  climbed  the  off  side,  and  was  pulling 
at  the  bridle.  Never  did  backers  look  more 
blank  while  they  awaited  the  termination  of 
this  doubtful  lottery. 

Gale,  meantime,  fought  determinedly  and 
desperately  with  the  horse,  while  Tom,  by 
some  one's  advice,  jumped   on  Pioneer,   and 
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rode  him  down  the  stream  to  just  within  one 
of  the  flag  posts  ;  and  immediately  afterwards 
the  cry  flew—  ^'  He  is  out !  he  is  out !" 

Gaining  the  bank,  he  paused,  for  a  moment, 
to  watch  Gale,  and  give  his  horse  breath,  before 
taking  him  over  the  off  paling,  then  clearing  it 
sideways,  on  account  of  the  narrow  slip  of 
ground  he  stood  on,  went  off  again  at  a  steady 
canter. 

"Three  to  one  in  hundreds  on  Darcy!" 
shouted  old  Talbot. 

Gale  backed  the  horse  to  the  rail  and 
suddenly  pulling  him  round,  lifted  him  cleverly 
over  it,  and  after  a  struggle  forced  him  into 
the  brook  ;  following  the  same  plan  as  Darcy, 
he  was  over  the  other  rail  and  making  strong 
running,  but  finding  it  was  useless  trying  for 
the  heat,  he  pulled  up  a  little  at  the  distance 
post.  Tom  looked  round  and  instantly  drew 
in  his  horse  to  ease  him ;  quick  as  thought 
the  Englishman  dashed  forward.     A  thousand 
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voices  called  out  '^  he  is  on  you  ! — Mr.  Darcy  ! 
Mr.  Darcy!" 

Tom  turned  in  his  saddle  to  the  right  and 
did  not  see  Gale,  who  was  on  his  left  till  too 
late.  A  desperate  struggle  followed  to  the 
winning  post  amidst  a  breathless  stillness; 
every  neck  was  stretched  to  see  the  finish. 

^'  Tom  has  it !"  shouted  old  Talbot  at  last. 

^^  Pioneer  is  done,"  said  Hervey ;  **  that 
floundering  in  the  stream  is  telling  now." 

'^  Neck  and  nock,"  called  out  Leslie. 

Gale  made  a  desperate  push,  winning  by 
half  a  head  only. 

The  priest  had  become  so  excited  that  he 
fell  through  the  gable  end  aperture,  and  with 
the  crown  of  his  hat  battered  in,  ran  up  to 
the  winning  post,  patted  his  favourite's  neck, 
then  recollecting  himself,  moved  away  as  if 
he  had  been  only  accidentally  crossing  the 
race  course  on  his  way  home. 

*^  That  last  mistake,"  said  Hervey,  linking 
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his  arm  in  Darcy's  when  he  left  the  scales, 
^^  was  a  bad  job." 

Tom  bit  his  lips  till  the  blood  spurted  out ; 
eyeing  his  panting  horse's  flanks  he  exclaimed 
in  bitterness — 

^^  The  pull  is  out  of  you  now;  if  I  had 
wanted  to  stop  you,  you  would  have  run  away 
and  won  easily." 

'^  Never  mind,"  said  Hervey  encouragingly, 
^^  make  a  waiting  race  the  next  heat." 

"  He  will  never  stand  two  more  such  heats, 
he  was  beginning  to  flag,  only  for  his  blood  ! — 
but  the  struggling  in  the  stream  did  it.  I 
deserve  to  have  my  brains  blown  out  for  riding 
so  badly — if  he  starts  again,  you  must  ride 
him,  I  swear  I  will  not ;  by — " 

^'  What  ails  Gale  ?"  interrupted  Hervey 
as  the  Baronet  limped  painfully  to  the  scale. 

'^  Sprained  his  ankle  against  the  paling," 
replied  Leslie,  "  and  cannot  start  again." 

^^What  then?"  called  out  old  Talbot 
anxiously. 
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^*  I  suppose  I  must  ride,"  replied  Leslie 
calmly,  ^'  though  overweight." 

*^  How  much  ?"  asked  Hervey. 

^^  Six  pounds  over  the  twelve  stone." 

''  Is  there  any  objection  to  the  change  of 
riders  ?"  enquired  Hervey  of  the  betters. 

A  long  stormy  discussion  arose,  some  pro- 
posing to  draw  the  stakes,  the  backers  of  the 
priest's  horse  insisting  on  the  race  being  run. 
At  last  it  was  finally  settled  that  Ilervey  and 
Leslie  should  start.  Gale  would  not  hear  of 
leaving  the  ground,  though  in  great  pain ; 
getting  up  into  the  judge's  stand,  he  awaited 
there  the  issue  of  a  most  doubtful  race,  whilst 
the  fresh  riders  rode  away  to  mount  the  tops 
and  silk,  and  hunt  for  light  saddles,  both  riding 
overweight. 

''  When  Greek  meets  Greek"  said  the  Baronet 
turning  meaningly  to  Mr.  Talbot,  ^Hhen  comes 
the  tug  of  war ;  but  when  blood  meets  blood, 
then  follows  the  deadly  struggle." 

The  master  of  hounds  affecting  not  to  notice 
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the  remark,  left  the  stand  in  search  of  Darcy, 
whom  he  found  in  deep  conversation  with 
Hervey,  at  Pioneer's  side,  both  examining  the 
horse  carefully.  "When  asked  what  he  in- 
tended doing,  Ilervey  replied — 

^^  Making  a  waiting  race,  that  nothing  should 
tempt  him  to  lead  till  he  got  over  the  brook,  if 
he  were  so  fortunate,"  adding,  ^^  I  believe  he 
is  a  splendid  rider,  I  wish  I  had  to  ride  against 
some  other  man.'' 

^'  I  never  saw,"  replied  Darcy,  ^'  a  horse 
so  well  handled  as  he  was  by  Leslie  the  night 
you  were  wounded." 

Shortly  after  the  starting-bell  rang,  (neither 
weighing,  both  being  over  weight.)  As  they 
approached  the  post,  both  men  seemed  agitated 
and  serious  ;  they  spoke  to  each  other  in  the 
most  friendly  terms,  still  there  was  an  evident 
uneasiness  in  their  manner.  They  stood  at 
last  silently  awaiting  the  word — 

'^  Are  you  ready  gentlemen?" 

VOL.    TI.  I 
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An  inclination  of  the  riders'  heads  was  all 
the  answer. 

^'  Off!"  called  out  Mr.  Talbot. 

Each  quietly  watched  his  opponent;  then 
Leslie  led  at  a  slow  trot,  Hervey  following 
close  behind.  The  leaps  were  taken  in  beautiful 
schooling  style,  although  Pioneer  plunged  and 
tried  to  rush  at  them.  When  they  came  to 
the  wall,  Leslie  led  by  a  couple  of  lengths, 
both  clearing  it  without  the  slightest  mistake. 
Hervey  now  made  play  and  took  up  the  run- 
ning, but  the  moment  he  was  over  the  grass, 
he  cantered  slowly  across  the  heavy  land,  where 
Leslie  again  led. 

It  was  evident  from  the  judgment  with 
which  both  rode  that  they  were  well  matched, 
and  that  the  struggle  was  nearing  every 
instant. 

'^  What  a  pace  Leslie  is  going  now,"  re- 
marked old  Talbot ;  ^^  Hervey  keeps  close  to  his 
saddle-girths;  Pioneer  is  pulling  hard,   he  is 
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fresli,  beautiful !  oh  !  whist  what !  both  men 
are  reining  in — what !  crossing  the  sheep  pas- 
ture at  a  foot's  pace — now,  there,  they  come 
at  the  brook.  Hervey  has  him  well  in  hand ; 
Mamaluke  is  falling  back ;  no,  they  are  going 
to  take  it  neck  and  neck,  splendid  !" 

For  a  second  nothing  was  heard  in  the 
stillness  but  the  throbbing  ground  revibrating 
from  the  racer's  long  strides  as  they  galloped 
side  by  side  up  to  the  yawning  brook.  Leslie 
kept  his  horse's  head  close  to  Hervey's  saddle- 
girths,  and  with  the  butt  of  his  whip  reversed 
struck  the  priest's  horse  a  heavy  blow  just  as 
he  threw  back  his  ears,  changed  legs  and 
prepared  for  a  desperate  swerve  ;  at  the  same 
moment  both  steeple  chasers  were  mid  air, 
and  the  next  instant,  Mamaluke  being  the 
more  powerful,  plunged  down  the  stream ; 
Leslie  first  gaining  the  hard  landing,  allowed 
him  to  stand  for  a  second,  then  coolly  cleared 
the  off  paling. 

'^  Well  done,  Hervey ;"  shouted  Darcy  as 
I  3 
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Pioneer  immediately  after  came  on  at  a  tre- 
mendous pace. 

"  He  will  have  it  yet,''  called  out  Mr. 
Talbot,  ^'  he  is  coming  up ;  what  a  race." 

'^  Neck  and  neck,"  exclaimed  Darcy  with 
feverish  excitement,  "  Pioneer  has  it — no — 
Leslie — neck  and  neck." 

^^  Heaven's  and  earth,  what  a  deadly  strug- 
gle," said  Mr.  Talbot  in  a  subdued  voice,  then 
almost  collaring  the  judge  '^  which  has  it  ?" 

"  Which  has  it  ?"  shouted  the  rushing  crowd, 
'^  His  reverence's  beast !  Father  Tracey  !  More 
glory  to  him  and  the  beast ! — herrew !  for 
Father  Tracey  !" 

^^  Do  you  want  to  disgrace  me  ?"  called  out 
the  priest,  dealing  the  last  fellow  a  terrible  cut 
of  his  whip,  ''  hush  !  your  noise — do  you  wish 
to  see  me  a  martyr  in  the  Protestant  papers — 
well,  but  is  he  not  the  darling  horse  ?" 

The  betters,  in  a  counter  tide,  burst  against 
the  stirred  up  peasants,  the  latter  party  flooding 
towards  the  racers,  the  former  to  the  Judge's 
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stand.  Colonel  Dawson  rose,  but  his  voice 
being  drowned  in  the  uproar  and  huzzaying, 
he  pointed  to  Hervey,  the  next  instant  a  score 
of  gentlemen's  hands  were  grasping  his  fingers. 
Lucy  had  been  very  nervous,  but  now  she 
smiled  on  the  winner,  waving  her  handkerchief 
to  attract  his  attention. 

Miss  Dawson  was  deadly  pale,  she  held  a 
scent-bottle,  but  never  uttered  a  word;  her 
heart  went  with  Leslie  when  he  rode  up  to 
Hervey,  and  held  his  manly  hand  out  in  con- 
gratulation. Mr.  Talbot,  in  his  agitation,  kept 
striking  his  own  leg  with  his  whip,  and  clasp- 
ing every  one's  arm.  Darcy's  wild  manner  was 
changed,  his  eyes  still  bright,  had  become 
mournful ;  he  appeared  dejected — cast  down, 
as  walking  between  the  two  horses,  he  watched 
their  heaving  flanks,  and  noted  the  gulping 
gasps  of  his  own  to  catch  breath. 

As  Hervey  dismounted,  he  linked  Tom's  arm, 
and  led  him  apart. 
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*^  Five  yards  further,  and  he  wouhi  have 
been  dead  beat,  he  shut  up  just  as  we  passed 
the  winning  post ;  if  Leslie  leads  the  next  at 
any  pace,  he  will  drop " 

"  Let  him  drop,"  exclaimed  Darcy,  his  cheek 
reddening  and  eye  flashing. 

"  It  is  useless — it  will  kill  him — his  heart  is 
ready  to  bursi." 

"  Then  let  him  die." 

Hervey  felt  a  tremor  creep  over  him,  when 
he  looked  in  Tom's  face. 

*^  Come  to  mama,  she  wants  you,  cousin 
Tom,"  said  Lucy,  coaxingly.  ^'  You  are  not 
well,"  the  poor  girl  trembled. 

*^  Who  says  I  am  not  well  ?" 

*'  Oh  !  do  not  frown  so  fiercely  on  me,  you 
frighten  me." 

He  cast  her  arm  off  in  anger — ^^Do  not  in- 
terfere with  my  horse." 

Lucy  coloured  and  turned  away  ashamed, 
murmuring  to  herself,  as  she  returned  to  the 
carriage,   ^^  Before  hundreds  of  strangers — oh, 


TALBOT    HALL.  175 

cousin  Tom,"  then  bowing  her  head  on  her 
mother's  knees,  '^he  never  but  once  treated  me 
so  before." 

Mrs.  Talbot  whispered  to  Ada,  who  the 
whole  time  had  remained  pale,  but  showed  no 
other  symptoms  of  agitation. 

^*  Will  you  venture,  Lucy  dear,  back  with 
me  ?"  said  Ada,  "  and  I  will  try  to  calm  him 
with  your  aid." 

"  Oh,  yes— he  will  listen  to  you ;  in  his  most 
stormy  moods  you  can  lull  the  tempest  of  his 
thoughts — now  they  are  alone,  poor  fellow, 
dear  Tom ;  let  us  go — he  will  not  use  me 
roughly  before  you " 

"  Mr.  Darcy,"  began  Ada,  in  a  calm  voice, 
which  did  not  betray  inward  feeling,  ^^  I  am 
come  to  ask  a  favour,  can  you  sacrifice  a  few 
moments  to  us  ?" 

^^No." 

"  What  ails  you  ?"  her  face  crimsoning. 

''  What  should  ail  me?" 

''  You  look  ilU" 
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*^  Are  you,  too,  going  to  turn  on  me  ?'^ 

"  What  an  unkind  question." 

*'  Then  leave  me  with  Hervey — leave  us  to 
ourselves." 

*^  You  refuse  me  ?" 

^^Yes." 

*^  What  am  I  to  say  to  Mrs.  Talbot  and  Miss 
Dawson  ?" 

^^Say  what  you  will." 

^^My  dear  fellow,"  exclaimed  Hervey. 

''  Hang  it !  every  one  is  against  me — I  wish 
I  had  blown  my  brains  out." 

"  Are  you  mad  ?"  asked  old  Talbot,  joining 
them. 

"  I  do  not  know — my  head  is  throbbing." 

'^  You  bid  me  leave  you  in  anger,"  said  Ada, 
drawing  herself  up  proudly. 

Darcy  ran  his  hand  across  his  forehead,  and 
in  a  changed  tone  replied — 

"  I  am  not  well — I  spoke  unkindly  to  you — 
can  you  forgive  me  ?" 

^'Yes." 
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"  Will  you  shake  hands  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  Will  you  promise  to  forget  ?" 

"  I  will  try/' 

"  I  meant  nothing,  I  was  thinking  of  my 
poor  father — it  made  me  feel  strange,  a  kind 
of  wild  giddiness." 

"  Does  your  head  still  ache  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  Come  with  us  ?" 

"  I  cannot !  I  have  a  settling  to  make  with 
my  poor  horse,  he  shall  never  be  beaten  again. 
I  wish  to  be  alone  with  Hervey." 

They  saw  he  was  determined ;  Hervey  glanc- 
ing meaningly  at  Ada,  and  Mr.  Talbot  signed 
them  not  to  press  him  any  more.  Ada  silently 
followed  him  with  her  eyes  as  the  two  men 
walked  rapidly  away. 

"Is  he  very  much  distressed  ?"  asked 
Hervey  of  the  grooms,  who  were  dressing  down 
the  panting  racer. 

"  Terrible,  your   honours — he    is   all   of    a 
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tremble — sure,  Mister  Tom,  you  will  not  think 
to  start  him  again  for  a  third  heat — (whisper  !) 
he  is  broken  down  clean  and  clever." 

''  Why  not  ?     He  must  go." 

*^True,  for  your  honor,  who  knows  best — 
but — but — he — is  all  out  beat — not  a  leg  to 
stand  on  this  blessed  minute." 

''  Leave  him  quiet — come  out  of  the  stable." 

*'  Is  it  your  honour,  and  he  all  in  a  muck  of 
steam — the  poor  creature,  and  he  quite  lame, 
sure  it  come  on  all  on  a  sudden." 

^"  Leave  this  instant,  I  want  no  advice  !" 
said  Darcy,  fiercely. 

Hervey  had  returned  to  the  carriage,  and 
sent  Charley  to  Darcy  to  ask  him  to  follow. 
When  the  boy  opened  the  stable- door,  outside 
of  which  he  had  seen  the  grooms  conversing 
mysteriously,  his  eye  fell  on  Darcy,  who,  with 
his  head  mournfully  laid  on  the  distressed 
horse's  shoulder,  drew  long,  deep  sighs,  now 
and  again  groaning — Chailey  closed  the  door 
softly,  and  stood  a  silent  watcher. 
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Darcy  drew  a  pistol  from  his  breast,  held  the 
barrel  towards  his  own  face,  and  quietly  looked 
down  the  bore ;  the  boy  trembled  all  over,  but 
had  not  the  courage  to  stir  or  speak,  he  was 
paralized  with  fear. 

'^  If  I  do,"  said  Tom  to  himself,  and  aloud, 
"  they  will  say  I  was  mad,"  he  patted  the 
horse's  neck,  and  gazed  wistfully  on  the  dis- 
tended nostrils. 

^^  Poor  Pioneer,  you  can  never  run  such 
another  heat — a  third,  and  you  could  never  hold 
up  your  drooping  head  again — you  must  die 
sooner  or  later — you  shall  never  be  cruelly 
treated — your  day  of  glory  is  over,  the  sun  of 
your  existence  is  setting  behind  a  dark  cloud 
— your  end  shall  never  be  to  drop  under  the 
knacker's  ruthless  blow — poor  Pioneer  !  I  love 
you  dearly,  and  I  must  prove  it,  hard  as  the 
task  may  be " 

He  paused,  and  caressing  the  horse's  head, 
which  he  laid  against  his  breast,   resumed — 

"  They  may  walk  over  the  course,  and  claim 
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their  race,  but  they  shall  not  beat  you." 
Then  taking  a  handkerchief  from  his  pocket, 
and  covering  the  animal's  eyes  he  turned  away 
and  groaned  aloud. 

"Oh,  if  you  please?"  pleaded  a  tremulous 
earnest  voice. 

Tom  looked  round ;  before  him  stood  the 
pale  trembling  boy,  who,  with  clasped  hands, 
dropped  on  his  knees  in  supplication. 

"  Do  you  want  to  unnerve  me,  boy  ?"  called 
out  Davey,  eyeing  him  fiercely,  "  do  you  wish 
to  make  my  hand  shake  like  your  own  ?  leave 
this  instant  I" 

The  boy  burst  into  tears  and  moving  on  his 
knees  to  Tom's  feet,  clung  to  his  legs.  The 
next  instant  a  trigger  snapped — the  favourite 
fell  without  a  struggle,  dead. 
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CHAPTEK  VII, 


Almost  immediately  after  the  second  heat,  Sir 
Henry  Gale  had  been  seen  feeling  in  his 
breast,  with  a  look  of  extreme  uneasiness,  for 
a  parcel  he  had  carefully  placed  there  just  be- 
fore mounting. 

All  interest  in  the  race  appeared  to  have  left 
him,  stealing  away  from  the  crowd  he  limped 
towards  the  brook  into  which  he  had  fallen, 
gazed  into  the  muddy  water  which  was  still 
troubled  ;  and  glancing  around  furtively  to  see 
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he  was  not  watched,  struck  his  forehead 
forcibly,  muttering  to  himself — 

^'Had  I  minded  that  warning — accursed 
race  !  The  precipice  yawns  under  my  feet  at 
this  moment,"  then  darting  his  searching  stare 
beneath  the  green  scum  at  either  side,  he  re- 
mained motionless. 

Whenever  any  one  asked  whether  he  had 
dropped  any  thing,  he  quickly  made  some  eva- 
sive reply,  and  moved  away  a  few  paces  in  a 
manner  to  indicate  that  he  did  not  wish  to  be 
interrupted.  Whilst  he  still  remained  by  the 
brook,  a  strange  murmuring  arose  among  the 
betters,  gradually  spreading  through  the  crowd 
whose  faces  of  eager  enquiry  told  how  curious 
they  were  to  know  what  was  going  on. 

*^We  are  to  walk  over  the  course,"  said 
Leslie,  coming  up  to  and  touching  him  on  the 
shoulder  to  attract  his  attention.  ''  Darcy 
has  shot  his  horse — do  you  hear  me  ?" 

"  Yes." 
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*'  Your  present  wants  ivill  now  be  satisfied 
by  this  day's  heavy  winnings.'' 

"  Curse  them  and  Darcy  too,  I  wish  we  had 
never  met  him.  I  lose  by  this  fatal  race," 
then  with  a  look  of  anguish  and  rage,  '^  this 
infernal  steeple  chase  with  a  madman." 

Leslie  gazed  on  him  in  mute  silence  ;  his 
large  mournful  eyes  seemed  to  dilate  as  he 
said — 

*^  Poor  Darcy !"  he  has  this  day  done  a  deed 
which  lays  him  open  to  extraordinary  com- 
ments ?" 

Sir  Henry  motioning  him  to  stoop  his  head, 
muttered,  in  a  whisper,  a  few  words  which 
made  Leslie  start,  and  say — 

^'  It  is  the  work  of  Providence." 

At  this  crisis  Mr.  Talbot  called  out — 

'^  Captain  Leslie,  the  priest's  horse  awaits 
you  at  the  starting  post." 

Leslie  cantered  away  with  the  master  of 
hounds,   whose  face   of  concern  showed   how 
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deeply  he  felt  for  his  nephew  —not  a  word  did 
either  utter — Captain  Leslie  mounted. 

The  old  sportsman  motioned  his  hand ; 
Mamaluke  went  off  at  a  steady  pace. 

As  the  horse  neared  the  dreaded  brook, 
where  the  crowd  had  gathered  in  a  dense 
mass,  he  pricked  his  ears,  looked  down  the 
living  avenue,  through  which  he  had  to  pas&, 
came  on  in  bounding  strides,  made  a  terrific 
fly,  brought  up  his  hind  legs  beautifully,  and 
with  a  sidling  spring,  cleared  the  off  rail, 
cantering  past  the  winning  post  amidst  deafen- 
ing cheers.  Notwithstanding  this  exciting 
sight.  Gale  remained  by  the  brook,  looking 
into  each  muddy  foot -print  where  the  horse 
had  struggled  under  him. 

Till  evening  deepened,  he  ngered  by  the 
margin  of  the  stream.  With  dejected  air  and 
downcast  mien  he  leant  on  Charley's  arm,  and 
proceeded  to  his  gig,  where  he  met  Father 
Tracey,  to  whom  he  communicated  his  loss. 
But  Father  Tracey,  who  was  of  a  most  excita- 
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ble  nature,  was  so  engrossed  with  his  horse, 
that  he  hardly  noticed  the  baronet's  whispered 
words  ;  but,  at  last,  he  said — 

*^  I  will  do  my  utmost,  you  may  expect  to 
see  me  by  seven  o'clock.'^ 

A  few  hours  afterwards  (for  it  was  the 
season  when  night  sets  in  early,)  Charley,  who 
had  listened  with  uneasiness  to  some  whispered 
words  of  deep  import  from  Gale,  ran  back  to 
the  brook  as  the  young  moon  rose,  and  shortly 
afterwards  returned  to  the  hoteL 

The  moment  the  boy  entered  the  apartment 
Sir  Henry  advanced  in  a  state  of  the  greatest 
mental  agitation,  and  grasping  the  little  fel- 
low's arm  forcibly,  looked  enquiringly  into  his 
face. 

"  Tell  me  the  truth;  have  you  found  them — 
one  word  of  falsehood,  a  single  equivocation, 
and  I  cast  you  off — do  not  fall  on  your  knees 
— answer  me  as  you  hope  for  my — protection, 
as  you  fear  my  anger — I  tell  you  the  one  may 
prove  dear  to  you  as  your  own  life — the  other 
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— it  alone  can  help  me  to  atone  for — as  you 
hope  for  a  father's  blessing  at  some  future  day 
— speak  out,  did  you  see  or  hear  any  thing  of 
them." 

Charley  raised  his  face,  and  stared  in  won- 
der and  fear  on  Sir  Henry's  features,  which 
had  never  been  turned  in  anger  on  himself. 

''  Miserable  boy,  have  you  given  them  to 
Mr.  Hervey  ?" 

''  I  would  not  deceive  or  betray  you  to  save 
my  own  life,"  said  the  boy,  in  that  tone  of 
earnestness  which  carries  conviction,  ^'  oh  !  do 
not  doubt  me — I  have  not  found  the  papers." 

"  I  believe  you,  but  whilst  they  are  not 
forth  coming  my  honor  is  in  jeopardy ;  it  is 
no  trifle  which  has  so  agitated  me;"  then 
softening  and  eyeing  him  with  pity,  '^  poor 
boy — I  would — no  matter — leave  me  to  myself 
for  a  few  moments,  the  pain  from  my  ankle  is 
driving  me  mad — I  would  give  all,  ten  times 
all  I  gained  this  day  for  those  two  parcels." 
He  leant  his  forehead  on  both  hands,  struggled 


TALBOT  HALL.  187 

against  his  feelings,  then  without  imcovering 
his  face,  whispered,  ^^  I  am  going  to  confide 
to  your  keeping  a  secret  on  which  hangs  my 
honor,"  he  drew  a  deep  breath,  then  added, 
*'  if  they  fall  into  Mr.  Hervey's  hands — I 
should  be — "  he  checked  himself,  resuming  in  a 
firmer  tone,  ^^  you  love  me,  and  I — I — would 
serve  you — I  would — "  he  again  pressed  one 
hand  over  his  eyes,  and  limped  to  and  fro  in 
the  room. 

Charley  stood  tremblingly  watching  him  for 
some  time,  then  silently  approaching,  walked 
up  and  down  by  his  side  ;  at  last,  gently  taking 
the  Baronet's  disengaged  hand. 

Sir  Henry  stopped  short,  looked  full  in  his 
face,  and,  in  a  faltering  voice,  said — 

'^  Poor  boy,  you  have  been  wronged  all  your 
life — and  now — "  he  paused,  unable  to  pro- 
ceed, and  pressed  the  boy's  fingers  painfully. 

"  I  would  die  to  serve  you,"  exclaimed  the 
little  fellow,  raising  his  streaming  eyes  ;  ^^  God 
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knows  how  I  love  you — and,  next  to  you,  the 
nun — and—" 

^^  Hush,  boy,  you  know  not  what  you  say. 
Is  Mr.  Hervey  kind  to  you  ?" 

''  As  a  father." 

"  As  a  father,"  repeated  Sir  Henry,  mus- 
ingly. 

A  knock  at  the  door  recalled  Gale  to  him- 
self;  drawing  up,  he  looked  calmly  towards  it, 
saying— 

"  Come  in." 

Hervey 's  presence  slightly  confused  him, 
but  recovering,  he  asked,  in  tones  of  forced 
ease- — 

*'  To  what  am  I  indebted  for  the  honour  of 
this  visit  ?" 

^^  I  have  called  on  a  matter  which  may  be  of 
importance  to  me." 

Gale  scrutinized  him  steadily,  and,  by  a 
great  effort,  appeared  calm. 

"  I  am  informed,  Sir  Henry  Gale,  that  you 
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were   intimately   acquainted   with   Lord    and 
Lady  Gordon." 

Bowing  in  acknowledgment  the  baronet  con- 
tinued to  eye  his  visitor  without  making  any 
reply. 

An  awkward  pause  ensued,  which  Hervey 
broke  by  enquiring  if  Lady  Gordon  still  lived. 

Sir  Henry's  cheek  whitened  ;  he  bit  his  lip, 
and  staring  on  the  questioner,  asked  if  the  en- 
quiry was  one  of  idle  curiosity. 

Hervey  returned  the  stare  as  determinedly, 
and,  with  a  look  of  reproof,  said — 

'^  Sir  Henry,  I  am  here  to  plead  a  favour  of 
you.  I  am  not  come  as  one  might  imagine,  by 
your  angry  scowl,  to  rob  you  of  an  heirdom  ;" 
this  he  said  without  any  meaning  being  at 
tached  to  it^;  '^  but  to  hear  from  your  lips  what 
family  they  had." 

"  To  rob  me  of  an  heirdom,"  repeated  Sir 
Henry,  speaking  to  himself — ^^  could  the  docu- 
ments have  fallen  into  his  possession  ?"  then 
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aloud — ^'  "What,  may  I  ask,  lias  induced  you  to 
seek  this  information  from  me  ?'^ 

''  Some  words  which,  fell  from  the  nun,  in 
which  your  name  was  mentioned,  and,  coupled 
with  mine,  and  that  of  Lord  and  Lady 
Gordon." 

"  Sistei-  Agnes  !  do  you  know  who  she  is  ?" 
he  asked,  agitatedly,  then  more  collectedly, 
*^  did  she  say  where  Lady  Gordon  was  con- 
fined ?" 

^'  Have  you  ever  seen  the  Mother  Abbess  ? 
I  ask  the  question,  having  heard  that  an  acci- 
dent caused  you  to  be  admitted  into  the  nun- 
nery." 

Hervey  replying  in  the  affirmative,  Sir 
Henry  begged  him  to  describe  her  features  as 
minutely  as  his  recollection  could  recall  them. 

Gale  listened  attentively. 

*^  Am  I  related  to  her  ?"  asked  Henry,  un- 
easily. 

He  did  not  reply;  but  when  the  question 
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was  eagerly  repeated,  and  that  he  felt  Hervey 
was  gazing  enquiringly  on  his  averted  eye, 
Gale  turned  sharply,  and  fixing  him,  strained 
his  pupils,  as  if  he  would  fathom  the  meaning 
of  the  interrogatory  to  which  he  was  thus  sub- 
jected ;  then  said,  in  a  low,  clear  tone,  in  which 
every  syllable  was  distinct. 

''  You  describe  a  woman  totally  unlike  Lady 
Gordon,  who  died  years  ago — your  mother ; 
those  who  once  claimed  kindred  with  her,  now 
shun  and  blush  at  the  mention  of  that  borrowed 
name,  which  she  blackened  with  foulest  crime 
— murder  !" 

As  the  sap  recedes  from  the  green  leaves  of 
a  young  oak,  when  a  poisonous  blight  has  lit 
on  them,  so  did  the  blood  forsake  Hervey's 
features,  when  these  blighting  words  fell  on 
his  senses.  He  felt  that  Gale  had,  in  one  mo- 
ment, with  a  single  blow,  starred  and  shattered 
the  mirror  in  which  his  hopes  had  reflected  a 
bright  future,  and  that  from  henceforth  every 
image  in  it  would  be  distorted  and  hideous. 
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The  Baronet  studied  his  pallid  face  as  his  body 
swayed  to  and  fro,  like  a  tree  whose  roots  had 
received  the  shock  of  an  axe. 

For  more  than  a  minute,  a  perfect  silence 
lasted,  which  Hervey  again  broke;  colouring 
to  the  temples,  he  asked  if  Lord  Gordon  had  a 
son. 

^^Yes,"  replied  Gale. 

^*  Can  you  tell  me  what  became  of  him  ?" 

^^  You  have  seen,  nay  more,  ridden  against 
him  this  very  day.'' 

*'  Then  who  am  I  ?"  he  asked,  staggering  as 
if  under  a  fresh  shock  ;  ''I  leave  not  this  room 
until  you  have  spoken  all  you  know  concerning 
me  ;  with  women  I  cannot  deal,  but  from  a 
man  I  can  and  will  force  the  truth." 

^^  Methinks,"  said  Gale,  with  cutting  sar- 
casm, *'  that  it  would  be  more  courteous  to  ask 
in  a  gentler  strain,  that  which  you  at  first  sought 
as  a  favour,  but  now  claim  as  a  right ;  but  as 
you  can  force  me,  I  presume  that  it  is  not  in 
my  power  to  resist  the  spell  by  which  you  are 
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to  make  me  play  the  automaton ;  I  am  both, 
curious  and  impatient  to  see  how  your  charm 
will  act." 

During  this  address^  which  was  uttered  with 
irony  and  cold  composure,  Hervey's  chafed 
temper  was  fast  rising  beyond  his  control. 
Striding  close  to  the  easy  chair  into  which 
Oale  had  thrown  himself,  and  standing  over 
him  threateningly,  he  gazed  at  him  resolutely. 
The  Baronet  did  not  flinch,  but  demanded  in  a 
tone  of  insulting  raillery,  ''  if  he  was  proceed- 
ing to  mesmerize  him  first." 

Hervey  ground  his  teeth,  and  remained 
silent,  to  keep  down  his  rage. 

^'  You  would  know  who  you  are,"  resumed 
Gale  ;  "  Lord  Gordon  had  but  one  son  legally 
born — you  rode  against  him  to-day — the  other 
— shall  I  proceed,  or  would  it  not  be  wiser  on 
your  part  to  stay  that  talismanic  power  which 
is  forcing  me  to  divulge  your — " 

''  Hold,  re  viler  !  retract  the  falsehood  that 
was  rising  to  your  lips." 

VOL.   II.  K 
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*^  Tell  me,"  exclaimed  Sir  Heury,  bounding 
up,  and  losing  all  control  over  his  suppressed 
feelings,  ^^  that  I  lie,  or  boast  not  your  power 
of  compelling  me  to  speak." 

*^  I  tell  you  in  language  equally  plain, 
though  less  un gentlemanly,  that  your  foul  in- 
sinuations are  false,  and  that  whatever  motive 
you  are  acting  from,  I  shall  not  be  your 
dupe." 

''  It  is  enough,"  replied  Gale,  bearding  him 
threateningly  ;  ^'  leave  this  room — you  shall 
hear  from  me— we  shall  meet." 

^*  I  am  prepared  for  any  meeting ;  but  yet 
will  I  not  leave  this  room  until  you  answer  my 
questions — to  solve  which  I  would  lay  down 
my  life." 

^^  You  would,  perhaps,  recoil  from  no  deed 
that  could  put  you  in  possession  of  a  secret 
which,  when  obtained,  will  blight  your  expec- 
tations; there  is  a  marriage  and  burial  certificate 
in  existence  which  will  prove  my  words  to  be 
no  idle  boasting." 
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*^  In  whose  possession  are  they  ?'* 
"  What,  if  I  answer  your  threatening  look 
and  question  by  saying  they  are  in  mine." 

''  I    repeat,   that  unless    you    can    produce 
them,  it  is  false." 

Gale   drew    back  a   pace,    and   seizing  the 

tumbler  on  the  table,  dashed  it  and  the  contents 

at  Hervey's  head,  with  a  fearful  oath.   Hervey 

jerked  his  head  on  one   side,  and  as  the  glass 

splintered  to   atoms  against  the    wall,    forced 

the  Baronet,  after  a  short  struggle,  back  into 

the  chair ;  but  it  was  no  easy  task  to  secure  a 

man  so  active  and  daring  as  Sir  Henry.     In 

the    scuffle,    the   chair    fell  over,    and    Gale, 

snatching  at  a  pistol  that  lay  within  grasp,  on 

the   window  sill,    tried    to    cock    it — Hervey 

grasped  the  muzzle,  which  he  held  towards  the 

ceiling,   but  which  lie  could  not  wrench  with 

one  hand  from  the  other  who  detained  it  with 

both. 

The  struggling  and  high  words  which  en- 
sued, brought  Charley  (who  had  left  the  apart- 
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meiit  on  Hervey's  entering  it)  to  the  door,  and 
though  both  men  bade  him  not  come  in,  the 
boy  rushed  forwards,  and  throwing  himself  be- 
tween them,  burst  into  tears,  and  entreated 
liervey  not  to  harm  Sir  Henry, 

*' Leave  the  room  this  instant,"  shouted  Gale, 
commandingly,  "think  you,  boy,  that  I  fear  any 
single  man  ?" 

"  If  it  goes  off,"  said  the  little  fellow,  trem- 
bling like  an  aspen-leaf,  and  forcing  himself 
over  the  bore  of  the  muzzle,  '^  it  shall  kill  me — 
I  am  not  happy,  and  care  not  to  die,  so  that  I 
save  either  of  your  lives." 

"  Noble  boy,"  exclaimed  Hervey,  gently 
pushing  him  aside,  "  keep  out  of  harm's  way." 

'^Then  you  must  allow  him  to  get  up,  I 
cannot  stand  by  to  see  him  ill  used,  even  by 
you" 

Gale  raised  himself  partially,  and  made  ano- 
ther attempt  to  cock  the  lock,  when  Hervey 
again  threw  him  on  his  back. 

Charley  dashed  to  the  window,  and  throwing 
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it  open,  screamed  aloud  for  help.  A  loud 
report,  and  the  clear  crash  of  the  ball  penetrat- 
ing the  ceiling,  followed  by  a  deep  and  fierce 
imprecation  from  Sir  Henry,  made  the  terrified 
little  fellow  start  round. 

Gale,  availing  himself  of  the  bound  Hervey 
made  on  one  side  to  keep  clear  of  the  muzzle, 
grapled  with  him  afresh,  and  was  now  upper- 
most; but  in  another  second  he  was  again 
under. 

^'  JSTow  that  all  danger  from  you  is  at  an  end," 
said  Hervey,  "I  own  that  I  feel  prouder  in  allow- 
ing you  to  rise,  than  in  keeping  you  another  mo- 
ment in  the  degrading  position  into  which  our 
want  of  temper  and  your  violence  have  placed 
us;  that  foolish  child's  screams,  and  his  affrighted 
looks  have  alarmed  the  passers  ;  see  they  are 
gathering  around  the  window — the  priest  is  at 
the  head  of  them." 

Father  Tracey,  with  a  face  of  dismay,  stam- 
mered his  apologies  for  intruding  his  head,  then 
looked  on  them  in  amaze,  for  both  gentlemen 


193  TALBOT   HALL. 

having  risen,  bowed  as  politely  as  if  nothing 
particular  had  happened,  Sir  Henry  actually 
saying,  in  a  bantering  tone — 

*'  Come,  Mr.  Tracey,  try  your  hand  at  a  shot 
and  see  how  close  you  can  go  to  that  fly  on  the 
ceiling,  there,  just  along  side  the  bullet-hole  ; 
why  you  look  at  me  as  if  something  were  astray 
about  my  dress,  my  shirt-front  is  a  little 
rumpled,  we  have  been  amusing  ourselves  with 
acrobatic  and  gymnastic  exercises  as  the  smashed 
chair  and  splintered  glass  fully  vouch — well, 
sit  down — what  news  ?" 

The  priest  was  not  to  be  deceived  ;  he  saw 
that  Gale  was  panting,  and  that  Hervey  could 
not  conceal  his  astonishment  at  the  Baronet's 
effrontery — 

*' What  news  ?^'  he  repeated. 

Gale's  face  instantly  changed  as  Father 
Tracey,  with  an  air  of  serious  sadness,  wiped 
his  flushed  brow,  and  said — 

*'  I  hear  that  Joe  has  picked  up  some  papers 
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which  K'owlan  has  somewhow  got  a  peep  at," 
then  sinking  his  voice,  *^  he  says  the  one  is  a 
burial  certificate,  the  other  a  marria " 

The  Baronet  placed  his  hand  across  the 
priest's  mouth  to  prevent  him  proceeding,  and 
asked,  in  a  hoarse  whisper — 

*'  Who  has  them  now  ?" 

*^  The  poor  fool  would  not  give  them  up,  and 
has  gone  away  with  them,  and  is  no  where  to 
be  found.  It  is  strange,  too,  that  Nowlan  did 
not  keep  them — very  !" 

'*I  will  give,"  exclaimed  Gale,  forgetting 
Hervey  was  a  listener,  ^^all  my  winnings  of 
to-day  to  get  back  those  papers  ;"  then  recol- 
lecting himself  and  pointing  to  Charley,  '^  they 
concern  him  and — " 

"  The  one,"  thought  Hervey,  with  a  deep 
sigh,  ^^  contains  the  proofs  of  my  disgrace," 
aloud  ^'and  I,  too,  will  give  any  sum  to  see 
them." 

^^  To  whom  do  they  really  belong  ?"  asked 
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the  priest,  looking  in  uncertainty  from  one  to 
the  other  ;  ^'  for  I  hear  sister  Agnes  has  offered 
a  reward  for  their  recovery." 

^^  Sister  Agnes  !"  ejaculated  Gale,  in  un- 
feigned amazement ;  ^4t  must  be  false.  What 
money  can  she  have  at  command  ?" 

"  I  know  not/'  answered  the  priest ;  again 
sinking  his  voice,  and  signing  Charley  to  leave 
the  room  ;  ^'  but  if  you  would  recover  those 
papers  you  must  hasten  to  the  old  monastery 
ruins — that  part  used  as  the  nunnery  vault. 
Joe  has  been  there ;  and  it  was  told  me  in 
secret  that  he  was  seen  last  night  entering  the 
ruins  with  the  n\m.'^ 

Gale  turned  pale  as  death,  and  muttered  to 
himself — 

^'  By  hea\  ens  it  is  she  !  the  deeds  must  have 
fallen  into  her  hands.  I  must  obtain  or  destroy 
the  one  cost  what  it  may." 

He  leant  against  the  table  to  steady  himself 
and  conceal  his  agitation  ;  whilst  Hervey  said 
aloud — 
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"I  know  the  vault ;  it  seems  that  that  spot  . 
is  fated  to  be  of  deep  interest  to  me — deeper 
than  I  had  ever  thought."  Then  turning  to 
Sir  Henry,  **  after  what  has  passed  between  us 
I  shall  deem  it  no  act  of  impropriety  to  make 
everv  effort  to  obtain  the  one  document." 

^'  Stay  !"  called  out  the  baronet,  grasping 
his  arm  like  a  vice ;  "  one  of  them  concerns 
you  not ;  swear,  before  you  leave  this  room, 
not  to  pry  into  its  contents,  should  chance  throw 
it  into  your  possession." 

Hervey,  shaking  off  the  grasp,  looked  at  the 
priest,  who  urged  him  to  concede  to  the  request, 
then  said,  firmly — 

'^  Had  Sir  Henry  Gale  dealt  more  openly 
with  me — not  to  speak  my  mind  more  freely — 
it  would  be  my  pleasure  to  make  this  promise  ; 
but  his  conduct,  now,  compels  me  to  act  other- 
wise." 

Father  Tracey  looked  at  them  in  perplexity, 
fixing  his  eyes  on  the  one,  then  on  the  other, 
for  the  explanation  he  dared  not  demand. 
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Hervey  and  Gale  had — in  the  intense  interest 
each  felt  regarding  the  lost  documents — for  the 
time,  forgotten  their  feud ;  the  former,  approach- 
ing the  door,  shook  the  priest's  hand,  who,  re- 
covering himself,  asked  what  had  caused  the 
boy  to  scream  as  if  a  muider  were  being  com- 
mitted ? 

Hervey,  as  if  reminded  of  some  event,  drew 
himself  up  to  full  height,  and  attracting  Gale's 
attention  by  a  wave  of  the  hand,  beckoned 
him  to  follow. 

The  baronet  limped  close  on  his  heels,  and 
as  he  closed  the  door  on  himself,  stood  face  to 
face  with  Hervey,  who,  in  a  firm  voice,  said — 

'^  It  remains  with  you.  Sir  Henry  Gale,  to 
name  the  time  and  place  of  our  meeting.''' 

''  More  pressing  uigencics  require  my  imme- 
diate attention ;  our  settlement  can  brook  a 
night's  delay." 

"  Then  we  may  meet  before  morning,  as  it  is 
probable  that  this  night  will  be  spent  by  both 
of  us  in  the  same  search." 
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Gale  bit  his  lip,  and,  frowning  darkly,  seemed, 
by  his  look,  preparing  for  high  words  again ; 
but,  by  an  effort,  he  held  silence.  A  haughty 
bow  from  Hervey  was  received  as  a  fresh  chal- 
lenge by  Sir  Henry,  and  acknowledged  by  one 
equally  cold  and  formal. 

The  baronet  on  his  return  to  the  room  found 
the  priest  pacing  to  and  fro  in  a  state  of  rest- 
less uneasiness. 

Father  Tracey  halted,  and  turning  towards 
Sir  Henry,  asked  if  the  missing  papers  were  of 
serious  import  ? 

*'To  me  they  are  of  vital  consequence,"  was 
the  reply. 

Throwing  himself  on  the  sofa  at  full  length, 
Gale  lay  a  couple  of  minutes  absorbed  in  deep 
thought,  without  heeding  the  priest,  who  stood 
close  by  his  side  awaiting  a  favourable  moment 
to  renew  the  conversation. 

'^  I  would  give,"  suddenly  exclaimed  Gale, 
starting  to  his  feet,  ''all  I  possess  to  recover 
them  before  day-break.     Mr.  Tracey,  no  man 
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can  serve  me  in  this  dilemma  like  yourself; 
every  movement  of  your  parishioners  is  known 
to  you.  What  would  tempt  you  to  get  into  my 
gig  and  accompany  me?     Name — " 

^'  I  want  no  bribe,"  replied  the  priest,  look- 
ing hurt.  ""  You  rode  and  trained  my  horsft — 
it  is  a  weakness  of  mine,  that  love  of  horse- 
flesh— yes,  I  am  very  proud  of  him  ;  and,  for 
his  sake,  will  go  with  you." 

**  Mr.  Tracey,  I  thank  you  from  my  heart," 
wringing  his  hand.  "  Now,  tell  me,  what  did 
Nowlan  say  —  which  of  the  papers  did  he 
read  ?" 

The  priest  lowered  his  voice  to  a  whisper. 
The  baroiiet  grasped  his  arm ;  his  cheek 
whitened  as  he  asked — 

''  Are    you    reudy  ?" 

"  Can  yon  go  with  a  spruiued  ankle  ?" 

''  I  would  ride  on  such  an  emergency  with 
a  freshly  amputated  leg  !     Are  you  ready  ?" 

The  fleetest  horse  in  his  stable  stood  har- 
nessed, and  ready  to  put  to. 
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Leaning  on  the  priest's  arm  for  support  he 
limped  to  the  gig  ;  and  turning  round  as  they 
took  their  seats  he  said — 

*^  Which  way,  Mr.  Tracey  ?" 

After  a  moment's  reflection  he  replied — 

"  To  Nowlan's  !" 

Although  early  in  the  night,  the  moon  was 
up,  causing  the  cabins  and  trees  to  cast  their 
dark  shades  across  the  road.  Nothing  was 
heard  in  the  quiet  around,  but  the  wild  rattle 
of  the  wheels  and  furious  gallop  of  the  horse, 
urged  at  top  speed  till  they  reached  Xowlan's ; 
where  the  rutty  lane  caused  the  driver  to 
moderate  the  pace.  On  reaching  the  fence 
without  the  cabin,  where  it  was  necessary  to 
pull  up,  they  could  perceive  that  a  horse  stood 
at  'd  little  distance,  with  tlie  bridle  thrown  over 
a  decayed  eldor  r?tump.  Eeforo  the  priest  could 
reach  the  cabin  Ilervey  hurried  out,  and  spring- 
ing into  th(3  saddle,  sent  the  rowels  deep  into 
the  animal's  flanks ;  dashing  past  Father  Tracey, 
he  charged  the  fence  to  avoid     meeting    Gale, 
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taking  the  cross  cut  towards  the  monastery 
vault, 

"We  are  too  late,"  said  the  priest,  running 
back  to  the  gig  where  Gale  awaited  him  with 
feverish  anxiety. 

"  Then  that  is  Hervey  riding  so  hard — up  ! 
we  may  yet  be  in  time  !" 

**  Stay  !  before  I  proceed  another  step  assure 
me  there  is  nothing  in  the  papers  that  can 
injure  Mr.  Hervey — why  is  he  so  anxious  to 
obtain  them  ?  I  would  not  serve  you  at  his 
cost  for  a  mitre  !" 

"  On  my  soul  the  one  concerns  him  not, 
the  other,"  he  hesitated,  '^  the  other  can  serve 
him — it  is  for  my  own  honor  I  so  earnestly 
try  to  prevent  the  one  falling  into  his  posses- 
sion." 

The  priest  shook- his  head  doubtingly. 

"  So  help  me  Heaven  it  is  for  my  own  honor 
and  that  boy's — " 

Scarce  had  he  uttered  the  oath  when  Father 
Tracey  striking  his  forehead,  as   if  recalling 
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somethiDg  wliich  bad  been  told  bim,  ex- 
claimed— 

^'  May  God  watch  over  him,  if  he  is  gone 
unarmed — quick  !  let  me  up — there  is  not  a 
moment  to  lose  if  Nowlan  spoke  truth — am  I 
frightened  of  the  pace  ?  Xo — let  him  go  bis 
best  now  that  we  are  on  the  high  road — there  ! 
turn  to  the  left  down  the  lane,  mind  these  nets 
till  we  reach  the  other  high  road.  Lord  save 
us,  what  jostling  ;  these  springs  are  equal  to  a 
battledore,  what  a  shuttlecock  they  are  making 
of  me  ;  only  for  Heaven's  mercy  the  seat  would 
be  whisked  clean  from  under  me — there,  take 
the  turn,  easy,  or  we  shall  be  over — easy  man, 
I  say — it's  no  use  racmg  against  a  mounted — 
blessed  salvation  !  hold  him  in  a  little,  now 
pull  up — out  with  you,  and  if  we  can  get  the 
horse  unyoked  and  drag  it  over  this  ditch,  we 
shall  be  there  before  him,  yet." 

Galo,  in  his  eagerness,  seemed  to  forget  his 
ankle,  taking  the  teauiing  horse  froui  the 
shafts,  lie  let  tho  light  gig  down  into  the  ditch, 
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climbed  to  the  off  side,  and  pulled,  whilst  the 
priest  pushed  from  below  ;  they  succeeded  in 
getting  it  into  the  lane ;  the  panting  animal 
was  then  forced  over  and  put  to  again,  as  if  by 
magic.  The  lane  was  so  full  of  deep  hollows 
that  the  travelling  was  of  necessity  rendered 
slow ;  a  little  farther,  and  on  either  side,  was 
a  grass  meadow,  into  this  they  turned,  and 
again  the  pace  became  furious,  the  priest,  all 
the  time,  straining  his  eyes  in  search  of  the 
horseman. 

"  Let  him  draw  breath,"  said  Father  Tracey, 
panting  when  they  came  to  a  gate  which  he 
opened. 

When  they  reached  the  top  of  the  hill 
Father  Tracey  stood  up  on  the  cushion,  and 
gazing  around  said — 

*^  ^o  sign  of  a  living  man,  he  must  be  gone 
round  to  avoid  this  eternally  shameful  and 
boggy  road — Glory  be  to  the  Holy  Father,  we 
may  got  there  before  him  yet,  he  will  never 
dream  of  my  ruse  de  guerre^  steeple-chasing  in 
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a  gig — horseflesh  is  my  weakness,  there  is  no 
use  denying  it."  After  smiling  at  his  own  con- 
ceit, he  resumed  his  seat,  exclaiming — "  hurry 
on  !" 

Each  had  a  different  motive,  the  priest  to 
save  Hervey's  life,  which  he  feared  might  be 
jeopardized,  Gale  to  reach  the  vault  before 
his  rival. 

**  Hold  his  head  well  down  the  hill,  for  the 
loose  stones  are  as  plenty  as  pebbles  on  the 
sea  shore.  Holy  Moses  !  what  a  stumble — he 
is  most  done  up — keep  kicking  the  splash  board, 
the  noise  is  grand  to  rouse  a  jaded  horse,  if 
there  is  a  drop  of  the  good  blood  in  him — ah  I 
he  is  able  to  prick  his  ears,  let  him  go — now 
shake  him  up  and  spring  him  at  the  hill ;  man 
alive  !  what  a  driver  I  would  make  of  you. 
Whist !'' 

The  priest  grasped  Gale's  arm. 

"  I  hear  it  too,"  said  Sir  Henry,  speaking 
at  last,  "it  is  a  single  hound,  and  in  full  cry — 
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there  !  to  the  right,  just  behind  that  small 
plantation,"  jumping  to  the  seat,  "two  men 
are  following — by — " 

"  Two  men  I"  exclaimed  the  priest,  climbing 
to  a  high  fence  to  make  them  out.  "  Nowlan 
spoke  truth,  it  is  Joe  and  his  dog,  and  that 
curse  of  satan,  O' Shane,  with  him ;  duck  your 
head  and  drive  slowly  into  the  shade,  don't  let 
them  sec  us." 

"Will  you  join  them,  or  shall  I?  quick — 
speak — shall  I  hail  them  ?" 

"Hail  the  mischief!  no,  no,  the  same  villain 
does  not  care  for  man,  priest,  or  the  devil ;  and 
I  know  for  certain,  he  has  a  brace  of  pistols 
that  he  stole  from  Frank  Young's  ;  the  like  of 
him  is  not  to  be  trusted.  Glory  be  to  Heaven 
he  and  Mr.  Hervey  have  not  yet  met,  hush ! 
the  hare  is  coming  this  way,  and  as  I  hope  for 
salvation  there,  yonder,  do  you  see  ?  is  a  horse- 
man galloping  like  mad  to  join  them." 

Gale  sprang  from  the  gig,  between  limping 
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and  runaing,  reached  the  fence ;  he  was  climb- 
ing it  when  the  priest  dragged  him  back, 
whispering. 

^'Let  him  join  them  first,  we  shall  be  here 
to  assist  if  help  is  wanting." 

'^  But  the  documents  I  man,  let  me  go  ! 
Think  you  I  have  risked  my  neck  to-night,  for 
nothing,  leave  yours  out  of  the  question,  and 
that  at  the  moment  when  I  have  only  to  seize 
the  ruffian,  threaten  to  give  him  ap  to  the  law, 
and  at  the  same  time  hold  out  a  handful  of 
gold,  as  a  bribe,  to  recover  these  papers,  that  I 
will  be  baffled  by  you.  I  see  your  game,  let  me 
go,  or  by—" 

'^  Your  noise  has  spoiled  all,"  muttered  the 

priest,    angrily,     ''  that   incarnate    rascal    has 

heard  us  and  seen  the  horseman  ;  look  !  there 

he  has  shrunk  away  into  the  plantation — the 

devil  a  sight — Lord  forgive  my  language — vf  e 

shall  get  of  his  wolfish  face  again  this  same 

blessed  night." 

Gale,  shaking  off  the  priest's  hand,  climbed 

the  fence^  and  made  towards  the  hound,  before 
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which  the  hare  doubled,  and  turned  back  at 
seeing  him. 

*  Come  on  Denny,"  shouted  the  fool,  '*  sure, 
here  is  honor  that  gave  me  the  shilling  for  the 
rose,  and  the  jockey  gentleman  coming  to  hunt 
with  us — hi !  for'ad  old  dog  !  double  her  again  ! 
Denny,  where  are  you  ?  it's  not  the  police." 

"  Boy  !"  called  out  the  horseman,  galloping 
up  and  laying  hold  of  the  lad,  as  he  jumped 
from  the  saddle !  "  quick ;  give  me  the 
papers !" 

"  Oh  I  murder,  murder,  let  me  go  !  there 
she  is  doubling — Denny,  turn  her  back.  Give 
me  fair  play,  your  honor — let  me  after  her — 
don't  kill  me  dead !"  shouted  Joe ;  for  Gale 
seizing  him,  shook  him  fiercely,  whilst  he  tore 
open  the  old  hunting  coat,  exclaiming — 

*^  Give  them  up  this  instant !" 

Both  men  thrust  their  hands  into  the 
ragged  lining  ;  there  was  nothing  there  but  a 
crust  of  bread. 

**  If  your  honors  are  hungry,"  said  Joe,  drop- 
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on  his  knees  in  terror,  and  looking  up  im- 
ploringly, "  you  may  take  it,  but  sure  poor 
Pilot  did  not  get  bit  since  early  morning  ;  the 
creature  is  hungry — so  is  poor  Joe ;  ah  !  see 
he  has  lost  the  hare — she  is  hid." 

'^  What  did  you  do  with  the  papers  you 
found  at  the  brook  ?"  asked  Hervey,  in  a 
gentler  strain. 

The  boy  looked  up  at  him,  as  if  unconscious 
of  what  was  asked. 

"  Fool  as  you  are,"  muttered  Gale,  shaking 
him  violently,  and  trying  to  drag  him  on  one 
side,  '^  I  will  be  the  death  of  you,  if  you  do 
not  tell  me  what  has  become  of  them — speak, 
sir." 

'^  Oh  sure  !  there  she  goes  again  straight  for 
the  gap  in  the  plantation.  .Denny,  turn  her ; 
let  me  go,  or  she  will  beat  the  old  dog.  Let 
me  go,"  shouted  Joe,  seeing  that  Hervey 
seconded  him  ;  *^  them  that  harms  the  simple, 
the  Lord's  curse  will  come  on  them — sure 
the  Agent     struck    Joe,     and    was    not    his 
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horse  killed  dead — if  Denny  sees  your  hands 
on  me  he  will  shoot  you — Denny  and  I  is 
great  friends  since  we  hunt  together.  Oh ! 
there !  there !  speak  to  her !  be  sees  her 
again. '^ 

The  hound  was  running  close  on  the  hare ; 
she  was  trying,  with  long,  exhausted  strides  to 
reach  the  plantation,  by  making  for  an  open 
gap,  as  if  she  feared  to  risk  the  leap,  when 
Pilot  ran  into  her,  and  both  rolled  over  and 
over ;  the  dog,  gaining  his  feet,  looked  about, 
half  stunned,  whilst  the  tired  hare,  terrified 
out  of  her  wits,  ran  straight  back  towards  the 
dog  without  ever  seeing  him  till  she  was 
within  a  few  feet,  when  slie  niade  a  bound  in 
the  air  to  avoid  the  almost  mechanical  chop  old 
Pilot  made  at  her. 

*^By  Jupiter  she  will  escape,"  exclaimed 
Hervey,  watching  the  exciting  chase.  Even 
Gale  let  go  his  hold  for  a  second,  when  the 
lad  instantly  darted  off,  shrieking,  *' Denny 
has  the  papers." 
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Scarce  did  the  hare  reach  the  gap  when  she 
bounded  in  the  air  with  an  effort  to  spring 
back,  but  too  late ;  0' Shane  jumped  up,  and 
swinging  his  oaken  stick  through  the  air, 
levelled  her  dead  on  the  spot,  then,  with  a  yell 
of  daring  triumph,  sprang  to  the  fence,  and 
holding  her  up  for  a  second  in  the  moonlight, 
shouted  exultingly — 

"  Herrew  for  the  black  wolf  !" 

^^  Denny  has  her,"  called  out  Joe,  running 
at  his  best  speed. 

Hervey  vaulted  to  the  saddle,  and  entered 
the  cover  where  he  had  seen  O'Shane  vanish. 

After  a  moment's  reflection  he  rode  out 
again  and  pursued  the  flying  boy,  whom  he 
soon  overtook. 

''  Joe,"  said  he,  addressing  the  breathless 
creature,  ^'  what  did  he  do  with  the  papers?" 

The  boy  looked  up  at  him  without  appearing 
afraid,  and  laughing,  as  he  caught  his  breath, 
said,  in  his  unmeaning  way — 
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"  Sure  !  Denny  is  the  boy  for  hunting — ha  ! 
ha,  ha  !  it's  himself  that  can  shoot  clever  with 
his  little  gun.  Whist !  it's  him  that  is  able  to 
find  the  hares,  and  run  the  drivers  took  .Keep 
away  from  the  fences ;  he  might  be  taking  you 
for  the  Agent — sure,  last  night — oh,  no — but  I 
promised — I  won't  tell  on  Denny." 

"  Where  is  O'Shane  gone  ?" 

Joe's  thoughts  were  wanderii  g  Heaven 
knows  where ;  he  looked  vacantly  at  Hervey, 
and  pulling  a  blade  of  grass,  chewed  it,  quite 
unconscious  of  being  spoken  to — tlien  fixing 
his  unmeaning  eyes  on  the  stars,  he  muttered 
to  himself. 

^' What  are  you  thinking  about?"  asked 
Hervey. 

''  Joe  is  hungry."  With  this  simple  answer 
he  pulled  out  the  crust,  and  breaking  it  in 
two,  gave  one  half  to  the  hound,  and  eyeing 
the  other  piece  wistfully,  held  it  out  to  Hervey. 

There   was  something  so  touchingiy  simple 
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in  the  act,  that  Hervey  for  a  moment  gazed 
on  the  hungry  creature,  and  then  said  with  a 
sigh — 

"  Poor  boy  !  I  am  not  hungry — eat  it  your- 
self." 

^^Big  quality  can  eat  gold;  they  are  never 
hungry  ;  hunger  bites  the  poor  bad,  sometimes 
— it  bites  Joe's  daddy — sure  he  is  sick  and 
poor  ;  and  the  modc^y — "  he  paused  as  if  some- 
thing puzzled  him — a  large  tear  trembled  in 
his  eye  ;  '^  hunger  bit  her  the  worst ;  but  she 
is  asleep  now — the  fever  and  hunger  wo'nt 
torment  her  again."  After  a  pause  he  added, 
"  Joe  has  no  cabin — the  drivers  drove  him  out 
on  the  high  road — only  the  big  hole  with  the 
tumble-down  stones." 

"  Then  you  sleep  in  the  nunnery  vault?"  said 
Hervey,  at  a  venture. 

^'  Yes,  Denny  and  the  simple  lay  on  the 
coffins  together — Pilot  wont  go  near  Denny  at 
all — but  he  will  come  to  like  him,  once  ;  I  was 
afraid  of  him  too ;  but  now  we  hunt  together, 

VOL.    II.  L 


218  TALBOT     HALL. 

we  are  the  great  friends  entirely — only  for 
him  wanting  to  choke  my  dog  for  barking, 
when  the  two  ladies  came  into  the  bij?  hole  in 
the  dead  of  night." 

^^  Was  the  mother  abbess  one  of  them  ?" 

Joe  looked  vacantly  up,  and  went  on  devour- 
ing his  hard  crust,  then  stooping  to  a  little 
pool  of  water,  drank  from  it  a  long  draught. 

*'  Tell  me  who  were  the  ladies,  and  I  will 
hunt  hares  with  you." 

^'  Denny  will  not  come  with  you,  and  I  must 
not  forsake  him  ;  most  like  he  is  gone  to  'Now- 
lan's,  or  to  speak  to  the  big  lady  at  the  nunnery ; 
sure,  I  saw  Sister  Agnes  trembling  when 
Denny  put  his  eyes  on  her,  like  a  hare  when 
Pilot  is  watching  to  grip  her  in  the  form — " 

^^  There  is  Denny,  yonder,  waving  to  us — 
see,  on  the  ditch,"  said  Hervey. 

The  boy  sprang  to  his  feet,  and,  rubbing  his 
eyes,  called  out — 

*'That  is  not  Denny— only  Father  Tracey; 
glory  be  to  him  for  killing  the  fairies." 
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Hervey  looked  again,  and,  to  his  surprise, 
saw  the  priest,  who,  between  a  run  and  walk, 
was  coming  tx)wards  them — his  round  face 
flushed  from  exercise  and  uneasiness  —  so 
blown  was  he,  that  he  could  not,  at  first,  reply- 
to  Hervey's  question — 

"  How  came  you  here  ?" 

Sitting  down  to  recover  breath,  he  related 
what  had  occurred,  and  what  l^owlan  had  told 
him,  which  Hervey  said  agreed  pretty  closely 
with  what  the  old  hypocrite  had  stated  to  h  Lm- 
self.  Father  Tracey  then  went  on  informing 
him  how,  after  tying  the  reins  to  the  splash- 
board, he  had  stolen  away  from  Gale,  who  was 
now  driving  furiously  towards  the  monastery 
ruins,  where  he,  no  doubt,  expected  to  find 
the  documents  hid  away  in  some  nook,  or 
thrown  among  the  coffins  as  useless  rubbish. 

Then  turning  to  Joe,  who  looked  on  the 
priest  with  reverential  awe,  Father  Tracey 
said — 

L  3 
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^^  Joe,  what  did  you  do  with  the  papers  ?  I 
want  them  this  same  minute." 

The  lad  raised  his  stricken  face,  on  which 
Heaven  had  marked  the  stamp  of  imbecility, 
and  answered,  innocently — 

^'  They  were  no  use  to  the  like  of  me,  when 
I  was  hungry,  they  were  no  good  to  eat,  Denny 
gave  me  bread — Denny  and  Joe  are  friends  to 
the  full." 

"  Did  he  take  them  from  you  ?" 

^^  He  put  them  under  his  head  to  sleep  on." 

^^  Where  are  they  now?" 

Hervey  and  the  priest  both  leant  forward  in 
the  intensity  of  their  curiosity,  and  awaited 
his  reply  with  breathless  anxiety. 

'^You  may  look  at  me — I  am  telling  truth. 
I  know  my  tongue  will  burn  if  I  deceive  your 
reverence.  God  puts  blisters  on  them  that 
lies — Joe's  tongue  is  clean." 

"  Where  are  they  are  ?"  repeated  Hervey, 
losing  all  control  over  his  curiosity. 
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*'  The  stars  are  dancing  like  mad,"  said  the 
lad,  looking  to  the  Heavens  in  his  quiet  way ; 
*^  I  must  go  and  get  the  hare — I  know  where 
Denny  will  hide  it  in  the  scoughs,  sure  the 
daddy  is  sick  and  hungry — (whispering)  I  am 
going  to  the  mountains  with  the  hare." 

And  before  either  was  aware,  he  darted 
away  into  the  plantation. 

^^  No  use  following  him,"  said  the  priest,  de- 
taining Hervey,  who  was  again  in  the  saddle  ; 
"  you  ought  to  have  left  him  to  me ;  not  much 
matter,  poor  creature,  he  hardly  knows  what 
he  says ;  it  is  useless  questioning  him  again 
to-night — we  shall  discover  nothing  more." 

As  he  spoke,  Joe's  voice  was  heard  in  the 
cover,  accompanied  by  the  crash  of  the  heavy 
stick  with  which  he  beat  the  underwood  in 
search  of  hares,  whilst  he  incessantly  called 
out — 

**  Herrew,  puss,  puss,  high  in,  good  dog  ! 
herrew,  puss,  puss !" 
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The  night  was  so  still  that  they  heard  the 
Tillage  clock  strike  ten. 

'^  We  shall  gain  nothing  by  standing  here/^ 
said  Hervey,  dismounting,  and  holding  the 
stirrup  for  the  priest ;  "  mount  at  once,  no  ex- 
cuses." 

Father  Tracey  hesitated,  then,  as  he  got 
into  the  saddle,  placed  his  hand  to  his  forehead 
in  deep  thought,  and  suddenly  exclaimed — 

**  No !  he  cannot  reach  the  vault  by  that 
lane,  unless  he  goes  through  Mat  Dannelly's 
bawn,  and  round  by  the  back  of  the  turf- rick, 
and  then  over  two  hundred  yards  of  a  bog 
where  gig,  horse,  and  himself,  will  all  be  swal- 
lowed up,  if  he  does  not  know  the  hard  pass 
through  it,"  he  added.  "  I  wish  you  had  been 
armed ;  but,  no  matter,  follow  me,  and  the 
Lord's  blessing  go  with  us." 
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CHAPTER    YIII. 


Gale,  unable  to  discover  the  pass  through  the 
bogs,  after  a  little  reflection,  unharnessed  the 
horse,  and  mounting,  regardless  of  the  pain 
fi'oin  his  ankle,  made  the  best  of  his  way  by 
another  short  cut  across  country,  towards  the 
nunnery  vault ;  a  secret  presentiment  whispered, 
as  he  dashed  along,  that  this  night's  visit  to 
the  vault  might  not  be  unattended  with 
danger. 

Sir  Henry,  nevertheless,  urged  his  reeking 
horse  on  till  he  came  within  a  few  yards  of 
Mrs.  Pott's  cottage,  which,  owing  to  her  hav- 
ing got  an  inkling  of  strange  goings  on  at  the 
nunnery,  was  left  to  little  Flora's  care,  while 
she   hastened  off,    even   at  that  hour   of  the 
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night,  to  pry  into  the  strange  mysteries  with 
which  the  surrounding  peasantry  were  both 
alarmed  and  scandalized.  As  he  came  in  front 
of  the  neatly  kept  cottage,  he  pushed  open  the 
wicker  gate,  and  riding  up  to  the  treliised 
window,  looked  anxiously,  almost  timidly,  into 
the  room. 

A  candle  burned  on  the  round  deal  table, 
shedding  its  rays  on  the  young  girl,  w^ho  lay 
asleep,  with  her  head  resting  on  it.  He 
watched  her  carefully,  and,  for  the  moment, 
seemed  to  forget  how  little  time  he  had  to 
spare,  then  dismounting,  raised  the  latch.  The 
young  sleeper  did  not  move;  he  stood  noiselessly 
hanging  over  the  girl,  and,  as  if  unconscious 
of  the  act,  ran  his  fingers  softly  through  her 
silken  hair ;  the  movement  roused  Flora,  who 
raised  her  swept,  innocent,  but  sleepy  face. 
Gale  started,  and  made  an  attempt  to  leave  the 
cottage  unseen. 

"  Oh,  it  is  you,"  said  the  child,  rubbing  her 
eyes,  and  turning  them  on  him  wath  a  smile  of 
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pleasure;  ^*  I  have  been  longing  to  see  you— 
I  tried  to  keep  awake,  knowing  that  when 
Mrs.  Fotts  is  away,  and  I  am  quite  alone,  you 
sometimes  come  to  see  your  little  snow-drop — 
that  is  wha*;  you  called  me  yesterday." 

^^Poor  little  snow-drop  !"  repeated  Sir 
Henry,  stroking  her  head,  and  turning  away  at 
the  same  time. 

^^  You  are  not  going  without  saying  good- 
night, and  God  bless  you,  oh  1  stay  !  please 
do  !  and  let  me  look  at  you  for  a  few  moments, 
then  I  shall  think  of  you  all  night  when  you 
are  gone — it  makes  me  happy." 

"Does  any  one  know  I  come  to  see  you?" 
he  asked,  in  a  low  whisper. 

*'  Only  Charley — and — Sister  Agnes." 
.      ^^  Why  did  you  tell  her?" 

^'  She  asked  me — I  could  not  tell  a  story  ; 
and  when  I  had  told  her,  the  tears  came  to 
her  eyes,  and  ran  down  her  thin  face  ;  it  made 
me  cry  to  look  at  her  ;  she  pressed  me  to  her 
breast,  and  bade  me  repeat  every  word  and 
L  5 
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action  which  had  passed;  and  when  I  went 
on — for  I  could  not  help  sobbing,  she  folded 
me  to  her  heart,  and,  with  a  sigh,  which  I 
can  never  forget,  murmured — 

"  *  So  he  called  you  his  poor  little  snow- 
drop r '' 

Sir  Henry^s  head  sank  on  his  chest  as  if 
the  child's  truthful  words  heavily  weighed 
it  down  ;  he  moved  to  the  door  without 
looking  round. 

"  You  have  not  wished  me  good  night,  or 
said  'God  bless  you.  Flora,'  as  you  did  the  last 
time  you  were  here  ;  stay,*^'  she  added,  in  a 
tone  of  touching  softness,  and  going  down  on 
her  kness,  while  she  took  his  hand  to  detain 
him,  "  I  aoi  going  to  say  my  prayers — will  you 
hear  me  ?" 

Gale  started,  took  a  single  step  towards  the- 
dour — iicard  the  girl  begin  the  prayer  aloud — 
paused,  and  stood  still,  silently  gazing  on  the 
child,  whose  head  was  buried  between  his  own 
ard  her  two   small  hands,     Uq  listened  atten- 
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lively — he  could  not  be  mistaken — he  heard 
her  low,  plaintive  voice  die  away,  for  a  second, 
then  repeat,  in  a  tremulous,  yet  earnest  tone — 
"  God  bless  my  father  and  my  mother."  He 
made  one  long  stride  towards  the  door,  then 
paused  again  to  look  on  her  ;  as  she  rose  from 
her  knees,  a  tear  filled  the  large  blue  eye, 
which  was  bent  with  fondness  on  him,  as  she 
said,  timidly — 

^^  Stay  a  little  longer — you  will  see  her, 
she—" 

Gale  pressed  his  forehead,  waved  a  hand, 
and  saying — 

'*  God  bless  you — poor,  little  snow-drop," 
limped  out  of  the  cottage. 

"  You  are  hurt,"  she  called  out,  running 
after  him.  "  Charley  told  me — let  me  be  your 
little  nurse  !" 

Pretending  not  to  hear  the  last  words,  he 
sprang  on  to  the  bare-backed  horse,  and  gal- 
lopped  furiously  along  the  road. 
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It  was  not  far  from  eleven  ere  Hervey 
reached  the  nunnery. 

Moving  cautiously  towards  the  ruins,  he 
laid  himself  down  at  full  length  under  the 
shade  of  a  projecting  arch,  and  looked  into 
the  dark  vault.  Something  within  moved, 
his  heart  bounded  ;  might  it  not  be  O'Shane  ? 
for,  by  the  bop;  the  priest  spoke  of,  there 
was  time  for  him  to  have  reached  his  place 
of  concealment.  For  many  minutes  he  re- 
mained in  the  same  posture  listening  with 
breathless  eagerness  ;  nothing  was  audible  but 
the  gnawing  of  rats,  or  the  flap  of  bats. 

Creeping  slowly  on  his  hands  and  knees, 
he  moved  farther  in,  then,  not  without  a  kind 
of  secret  dread  as  he  rose  to  his  feet,  groped 
around  the  damp  walls  till  the  clammy  chill 
on  theiU  made  his  blood  run  cold ;  lie  would 
start  at  the  sound  of  his  own  footsteps,  which 
echoed  low  and  dull  through  the  damp  arches, 
and  pause  to  make  sure  that  the  rats  scamper- 
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ing  over  the  coffins  in  the  inner  vault  was 
not  the  moving  of  some  human  being.  In 
vain  did  he  search  every  corner  and  feel 
behind  each  coffin  for  the  lost  parchments. 
Satisfied  at  last  the  spot  vras  untenanted  save 
by  vermin,  the  dead,  and  himself,  he  groped 
his  way  back  to  the  outer  entrance  to  breathe 
the  fresh  air,  leant  his  throbbing  head  on  the 
cold  stones,  and  pondered  over  the  events  of 
this  day. 

Whilst  standing  in  despair  and  uncertainty, 
a  figure  came  towards  him ;  he  could  discern 
that  it  was  Sir  Henry  Gale,  leaning  on  a 
stick,  as  well  for  a  weapon  of  defence,  as  a 
support. 

At  first  Hervoy  determined  on  meeting  and 
preventing  him  entering  the  vault,  but  after  a 
serious  deliberation,  drew  back  into  the-  cave, 
and  silently  watched  or  rather  listened  to  the 
Baronet's  movements. 

G  le  entered  fearlessly,  lit  a  match,  and 
held  it  to  a  small  wax   taper  which  shed  its 


250  TALBOT   HALL. 

weak  ray  timidly  round  this  mournful  abode 
of  the  dead.  Sir  Henry's  face  was  pale  from 
pain  of  mind  and  body  ;  the  twitching  of  his 
lip,  each  time  he  placed  his  foot  to  the 
ground,  showed  he  was  undergoing  extreme 
suffering ;  he  searched  every  nook  and  crevice 
till  he  came  to  a  part  of  the  wall  which 
sounded  hollow  to  the  touch  of  his  stick ; 
here  he  paused. 

Hervey,  feeling  that  Sir  Henry  must  shortly 
reach  the  spot  where  he  stood  concealed, 
stepped  boldly  forward,  and  confronted  him. 
At  the  same  instant  Gale  hurriedly  drew  a 
pistol  from  his  breast,  and  levelling  towards 
Hervey,  held  it  whilst  he  thrust  the  light 
almost  into  his  face,  calling  out  fiercely — 

"  Who  are  you?" 

'*  One  you  ought  not  so  easily  forget,  or  be 
so  much  surprised  to  see  ;  I  told  you  that  we 
were  likely  to  meet  this  very  night." 

"  True,"  replied  the  Baronet  lowering  his 
hand,  and  fixing  him  steadily. 
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'*  Have  you  found  them  ?" 

^^  No  ;''  replied  Hervey  collectedly. 

They  stared  searchingly  at  each  other  for 
several  seconds,  in  mute  silence,  then  Hervey 
said  coldly — 

"  Ours  has  been  a  fruitless  search,  I  leave 
you  to  resume  it." 

''  Stay,"  said  Gale  sneeringly,  ^^  this  noon 
you  threatened  and  boasted  you  would  make 
me  speak ;  now  I  tell  you  your  mother  was  a 
murderess." 

'^  Hold  !"  exclaimed  Hervey,  striding  close 
to  and  bearding  the  pistol,  which  Gale  again 
raised,  as  if  for  protection,  then  apparently 
ashamed  of  the  movement,  he  dropped  it  to 
his  side,  whilst  the  other  resumed  with  a 
fearful  effort  at  appearing  calm,  "  swear  it." 

**  You  would  force  me  again  ;"  exclaimed 
Gale  threateningly,  "  before  our  first  quarrel 
has  been  settled." 

"  For  that  which   has  passed  between  us,  I 
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am  ready  to  give  you  a  meeting — now,  if  you 
seek  it.'* 

'^  What  prevents  me  ridding  myself  of  you 
this  instant  ?" 

Sir  Henry  again  pointed  the  pistol  to  test 
his  adversary's  courage. 

^^  Your  own  conscience,  Avhicli  is  too  proud 
to  allow  you  to  brand  yourself  with  a  crime  you 
seem  to  hold  in  abhorrence." 

"You  know  me  better  than  I  thought." 

Hervey  bowed  coldly,  gnawed  his  lip,  then 
asked  threateningly — 

"  Do  you  still  refuse  to  answer  my  ques- 
tions ?" 

"  Thus  will  I  answer  them,"  replied  Sir 
Henry  unable  to  smother  his  rage  any  longer, 
and  handing  him  a  second  pistol. 

There  was  not  a  moment  for  either  to  think 
of  the  rash  manner  in  which  they  were  going 
to  rush  into  eternity ;  both  calmed  instantly ; 
the  Baronet  placed  the  taper  on  a  projecting 
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stone ;  then  each  silently  and  resolutely  read 
the  other's  face. 

Without  entering  into  farther  explanation 
they  stood  thus  for  nearly  a  minute ;  neither 
wou\l  be  the  first  to  speak.  At  last  Hervey 
said — 

"  I  would  have  wished  witnesses — a  blow 
requires  blood — but  the  foul  stigma  you  have 

cast  on that  stain  must  instantly  be  washed 

out  with  yours  or  my  blood,  were  it  the  last 
drop  in  my  veins.  Are  you  ready  ?  what  is  to 
be  the  signal  to  fire  ?" 

Gale  for  a  moment  hesitated,  then  replied — 

''  The  next  bat  which  flies  to  the  taper." 

They  held  their  pistols  on  their  hips,  and 
watched  the  flickering  light  with  breathless 
anxiety. 

A  shade  flitted  across,  both  barrels  were 
raised,  the  bat  did  not  near  the  taper,  but  kept 
flying  in  circles  around  it. 

At  this  crisis  Gale  started,  dropped  his 
pistol   arm   by   his   side,    as    if    it   had   been 
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paralyzed,  and  passing  the  other  hand  over 
his  eyes,  looked  fixedly  at  a  door  which 
stood  ajar;  a  light  gleamed,  a  woman  held 
it  up  to  see  who  was  in  the  vault.  Hervey 
too  looked  round,  and  caught  a  glimpse  of 
the  mother  Abbess,  who  uttering  a  low  cry 
of  anguish  and  fear,  staggered  back  into 
sister  Agnes'  arms. 

The  door  closed  with  a  hollow  bang,  and 
at  the  same  moment  the  bat  darted  at  and 
flapping  the  taper,  threw  it  down  before  either 
had  time  to  fire  or  recover  from  his  surprise. 

Left  in  total  darkness,  they  remained  mo- 
tionless as  statues,  each  hearing  and  feeling 
the  other's  breatn  close  to  his  cheek. 

Something  moved  far  back  in  the  vault. 
Hervey  recovering  the  first  said  firmly — 

^^  We  shall  meet  again  in  fitter  ground , 
a  nunnery  is  no  place  to  shed  blood,"  then 
striding  to  the  opening,  he  moved  haughtily 
into  the  moonlight.  He  could  see  that  Gale's 
shadow    was  following   in    his   path,    but   he 
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walked  proudly  on,  too  proud  to  appear  even 
to  suspect  the  Baronet  would  take  any  unfair 
advantage.  Once  it  was  almost  at  his  side,  but 
immediately  after  it  had  vanished. 

The  priest  was  moving  homeward,  his  head 
bowed  in  reflection,  when  suddenly  his  atten- 
tion was  roused  by  Hervey,  who,  with  his 
back  turned  to  him,  leant  despondingly  over 
the  stile  which  he  had  to  cross.  Father  Tracey 
approaching  a  little  nearer,  stood  silently  eye- 
ing him. 

Hervey  groaned  aloud^  and  waved  his  hand 
to  be  left  to  himself.  Father  Tracey  saw  that 
he  was  suffering  from  some  fearful  shock,  and 
allowed  several  minutes  to  elapse  before  again 
addressing  him,  then  asked  in  a  voice  which 
bespoke  sympathy  and  emotion — 

*'  What  ails  you — what  has  happened?'^ 

Stamping  the  ground  fiercely,  Hervey  ex- 
claimed— 

"  Accursed  secret !     I  will  drag  the  whole 

from  Gale — I   care  not  how  soon "     His 

eyes  flashed  with  rage — **  Does  he  think  that 
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when  Lucy  hears  from  his  lips  that  damning 
secret,  she  will  love  him,  though  she  will  hate 
— yes,  loathe  me  ?" 

Almost  suffocating  as  he  proceeded,  he 
shook  off  the  priest's  arm,  who  tried  to  detain 
him,  and  strode  away  fiercely. 

"  She  will  love  you  still,"  called  out  Father 
Tracey. 

*'  Can  a  girl  love  the  son  of  a  murderess  ?" 

*^The  son  of  a  murderess!"  repeated  the 
priest,  starting  back. 

"  Blab  not  the  accursed  vvord,"  vociferated 
Hervey,  forcing  his  hand  over  the  priest's 
mouth,  then  bending,  whilst  his  whole  frame 
shook,  he  whispered,  ^'  Can  I  ever  speak  to  her 
again  ?"  Then  wringing  Father  Tracey's  fingers 
painfully,  he  wandered  across  the  fields,  unable 
to  shake  from  his  breast  the  wound  whose 
arrow  is  maddening. 

When  Hervey  had  crosseJ  several  fields  in 
search  of  Gale,  without  finding  him,  he  sat 
down  on  a  fence  and  thought  of  the  lovely  girl 
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for  ever  lost  to  him ;  then  recalling  everj  word 
of  kindness  which  had  passed  between  them, 
he  tried  to  banish  from  memory  the  temporary 
chills  of  love  which  had  existed.  In  the  midst 
of  these  thoughts,  sometimes  delightful,  at 
others  distressing.  Gale's  image  would  flash 
across  him ;  in  the  blindness  of  jealousy  he 
would  believe  she  loved  the  man  who  held  the 
fatal  proofs  which  would  make  her  despise  one 
so  devoted  to  her;  then  he  would  reel  and 
stagger  to  his  feet  in  very  agony  of  mental 
suffering. 

On  recovering  a  little,  his  first  and  dearest 
wish  was  to  approach  Talbot  Hall,  and  where 
he  knew  she  slept,  whisper  to  the  image  in  his 
heart  the  thousand  mournful  farewells  he 
dared  not,  he  might  not  breathe  to  Lucy.  As 
he  neared  the  house  his  whole  frame  tottered, 
and  yet  he  knew  she  was  not  there,  for  on  that 
very  morning  Emma  Dawson  had  asked  all  the 
Talbots  and  himself  to  pass  the  remainder  of 
the  day  at  Golden  Fort.     Hope  whispering  she 
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might  have  returned,  he  plucked  from  his 
breast  a  flower  which  Lucy  had  worn  at  the 
ball ;  covering  it  with  kisses  he  pressed  it  to 
his  lips,  and  then  threw  it  gently  on  to  the 
window  as  a  lost  souvenir.  After  another 
moment's  hesitation,  during  which  the  blood 
mantled  his  face  and  forehead,  he  said  to 
himself — 

^'  Perhaps  she  may  trample  on  it  in  scorn." 
In  a  musing  tone  he  resumed — ^'  Mrs.  Talbot 
too,  must  be  labouring  under  some  delusion ;" 
then  with  a  bright  flash  of  hope — "May  not 
all  Gale  has  said  be  false,  and  done  to  deter  me 
from  confessing  my  love  ?  IS^o,  no  ! — alas  !  it 
is  too  true.  I  will  see  that  document,  cost 
what  it  may.'' 

The  red  moon  as  he  spoke  was  obscured  by 
dark,  ominous  clouds,  from  behind  which  it  shed 
its  lurid  glare,  casting  only  a  partial  light  on  the 
scenery  immediately  beneath;  black  masses 
drifted  along  the  Heavens,  like  phantom  wrecks 
on  an  angry  sea,  as  if  tliey  Ibreshadowed  his 
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own  future.  Some  such  feeling  came  over  him, 
and  as  he  gazed  up,  his  heart  sank.  He  re- 
membered that  Gale  had  been  invited  to 
Colonel  Dawson's,  and  with  this  thought,  hur- 
ried away  towards  Golden  Fort,  although  at 
such  an  hour  he  did  not  think  the  baronet 
could  have  gone.  When  he  reached  the  lawn 
fronting  the  drawing-room  v\-indows  and  looked 
up,  he  saw  Lucy's  graceful  form ;  her  long 
ringlets  swayed  to  and  fro  on  her  slightest 
motion,  waving  against  the  plate  glass  on 
which  her  white  forehead  rested  in  a  re- 
flective mood  ;  unconscious  that  she  was 
observed  from  without,  she  remained  in  a 
thoughtful  and  watchful  attitude  looking  out 
on  the  dark  night. 

Hervey's  tumultuous  feelings  gradually  sub- 
sided under  the  calming  influence  of  Lucy's 
sweet  presence  ;  he  thought  of  nothing  now 
but  the  lovely  girl  before  him,  and  though 
despair  had  so  recently  been  gnawing  around  his 
heart,  like  a  wolf  seeking  to  break  into  a  fold, 
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Love  with  a  shepherd's  power,  kept  it  at  bay. 
Never  had  he  felt  before  the  extent  to  which 
he  loved  the  object  now  about  to  be  lost  to  him 
for  ever ;  those  features  he  had  thought  so 
lovely  and  beautiful,  now  seemed  of  too  pure  a 
mould  for  this  earth ;  he  gazed  on  her  till  her 
image  became  daguereotyped  in  his  very  soul. 
But  soon  he  was  roused  from  this  celestial 
dream.  Gale  approached  and  stood  close  by 
her  side ;  his  lips  moved,  but  she  did  not  hear 
him  :  he  touched  her  arm  to  attract  attention, 
and  when  Lucy  turned  round  she  started  back 
with  a  look  of  aversion  ;  the  colour  came  and 
went  from  her  cheek  as  she  proudly  drew  up, 
but  ere  Sir  Henry  Gale  had  finished  the  whis- 
pered words  about  Hervey,  her  lovely  face  was 
bent  on  him  with  modest  but  earnest  curiosity. 
As  she  listened,  h6r  features  again  changed 
rapidly  ;  now  her  eyes  would  brighten  like  stars 
from  which  a  cloud  had  been  rolled  ;  now  they 
wore  an  expression  of  distrust  and  anger ;  and 
again  they  relented. 
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Hervey  noted  all  these  changes  with  anguish. 
Before  him,  and  in  earnest  conversation  with 
Lucy,  stood  his  hated  rival,  Sir  Henry  Gale. 

'^  If  she  disliked  him,''  he  muttered  between 
his  teeth,  *^  why  listen  so  earnestly — though 
she  does  not  love  him  now,  she  soon — " 

Almost  choking  with  the  thought  he  sought 
to  tear  himself  from  her  infatuating  presence  ; 
wandering  away  a  short  distance,  and  ever  re- 
turning to  the  same  spot — as  does  a  hare  when 
driven  from  its  form. 

Fearful  were  the  throes  in  his  breast. 
Jealousy  had  entered  his  heart,  and  like  a  rabid 
dog,  it  worried  and  drove  to  madness,  every 
thought  on  which  it  fastened  its  venomed  fang. 

Tearing  a  leaf  from  a  pocket-book,  Hervey 
wrote,  almost  in  the  dark — 

''  My  heart  has  ceased  to  love  ;  it  will  soon 
learn  to  despise  a  world  in  which  the  fairest 
are  the  most  false  !" 

Almost  crushing,  instead  of  folding  the 
paper,  and  without  thinking  of  directing  it,  he 
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rushed  madly  to  the  hall-door;  thrusting  it 
into  the  servant's  hand,  with  a  sovereign,  he 
was  hurrying  away,  when  the  man  called  out — 

"  For  who,  sir  ?" 

'^  Miss  Talbot ;  and  do  not  mention  my 
name." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


In  the  same  room  where  Lucy  sat,  the  old 
colonel  had  been  playing  at  chess  with  Captain 
Leslie,  who,  though  a  scientific  player,  had 
made  such  unaccountable  moves,  that  he  had 
lost  every  game.  Spite  of  his  easy  victory 
he  was  now  contending  against  an  enemy  of 
another  and  more  formidable  nature,  and  one 
not  to  be  conquered.  Sleep  overcoming  all  his 
efforts  to  resist,  though  he  warred  against  it  with 
the  shield  of  high  breeding,  laid  his  head  low  in 
the  morocco  cushioned  arm-chair. 

Ada  and  Darcy  were  sitting  in  a  recess  look- 
ing over  the  pages  of  an  album — little  con- 
scious of  the  dangerous  nature  of  such  an  em- 
ployment to  those  whose  hearts  are  mortal. 
By  degrees  their  heads,  as  they  examined  the 

3  M 
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engravings,  drew  closer ;  pages  of  beautiful 
illustrations  were  turned  over  without  eliciting  a 
single  remark;  sometimes  tliey  remained  gazing 
on  a  blank  sheet  in  perfect  silence — their  thoughts 
all  the  time  far  away  from  the  album  and  its 
contents.  It  was  after  one  of  these  long 
pauses,  that  Darcy,  starting  in  the  abrupt 
manner  not  unusual  to  him  of  late,  stared  on 
Ada  Gordon's  proud  features  till  the  blood 
tingled  in  her  cheek,  as,  with  an  abashed  air, 
she  bowed  her  head  among  the  leaves  to  con- 
ceal her  emotion.  Without  raising  her  eyes, 
she  felt  the  steady  gaze  which  caused  her  both 
pain  and  pleasure. 

*'  Do  you  think,  Ada,''  he  asked  at  last, 
^^  that  those  who  depart  this  world  grieve  to  be 
parted  from  those  they  leave  behind  ?" 

Miss  Gordon  breathed  quickly,  her  cheek 
blanched,  but  recovering  herself  she  replied — 

"If  it  were  so,  heaven  could  not  be  a 
paradise  of  eternal  happiness  P' 
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"  But  where  the  treasure  is,  there  will  be 
the  heart." 

"The  heart  is  perishable — the  soul  ever- 
lasting ;  the  one  we  leave  in  this  world,  the 
other  returns  to  the  God  who  gave  it ! " 

Darcy  leant  his  forehead  in  his  hand  for  some 
moments ;  suddenly  seizing  Ada's  fingers, 
whicb  she  gently  sought  to  extricate,  he  con- 
tinued gazing  on  her  varying  features. 

"  Ada  do  you  love  me  ?"  he  asked  abruptly, 
after  a  long  pause. 

"  It  is  time  to  retire  ;  Colonel  Dawson  is 
asleep,"  remarked  Miss  Gordon,  rising 
slowly.  "  Besides,  Emma  is  alone ;  she  is  not 
reading,  the  page  is  still  the  one  at  which  she 
opened  the  book  an  hour  ago,  and  Captain 
Leslie  is  standing  aloof  from  her.  Pray  re- 
lease my  hand,  you  remember  what  Mrs.  Tal- 
bot said  this  morning,"  she  added,  in  a  tone  of 
firmness,  "  I  must  request  it  as  a  favour." 

Darcy  throwing  her  hand  angrily  from  him, 
said — 
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'*  You  are  changed — you  are  cold  ;  I  dislike 
that  Superior  who,  by  a  few  whispered  words 
to  my  aunt,  can  turn  a  whole  family's  smiles 
into  sorrow. — Lucy,  too,  poor  girl,  has  been  sad 
and  thoughtful  since  that  woman  has  seen 
O'Shane,  the  villain  who  murdered  my  father." 
Then  fixing  his  eye  on  her  till  it  sparkled,  he 
added — "  I  had  no  right  to  ask  that  question." 

He  left  the  room  without  wishing  any  one 
good  night. 

Ada  had  not  replied,  but  walking  haughtily 
across  the  carpet,  moved  over  to  Lucy,  who 
had  long  since  left  Gale,  and  was  trying  to 
make  out  (unseen  behind  the  curtain)  a  scrawl 
that  was  almost  illegible.  She  pressed  Miss 
Gordon's  hands  in  silence,  as  if  she  sought  for 
sympathy.  Ada  drew  her  close  to  her  side, 
led  her  back  to  the  window,  kissed  her  fore- 
head, then  spoke  to  her  in  a  low  whisper,  to 
which  Lucy  replied — 

**Sir  Henry  Gale  tells  me  that  the  mother 
Abbess  is  related  to  Mr.  Hervey." 
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Ada's  dark  eyes  rested  with,  an  eagle-like 
glance  on  Gale,  she  seemed  rather  to  pierce 
than  to  judge  of  his  thoughts  by  his  counte- 
nance. 

To  avoid  her  searching  look,  he  asked  Leslie 
if  he  were  ready  to  leave,  as  it  was  late. 

Leslie  replied  that  Colonel  Dawson  had  made 
him  promise  to  accept  a  bed  for  the  night. 

The  baronet  was  stepping  towards  the 
Colonel  to  awake  him,  when  Miss  Dawson 
begged  of  him  not.  Gale  began  to  hope  that 
the  papers  would  yet  fall  into  his  own  hands, 
and  with  this  thought  gradually  gaining 
strength,  he  took  his  leave. 

Colonel  Dawson  still  slept,  and  Ada  and 
Lucy  remained  at  the  window  in  earnest  con- 
versation. 

Leslie  moved  at  last  into  the  recess  or  small 
parlour  library,  in  which  was  the  album. 
Emma's  eyes,  now  raised  from  the  novel,  fol- 
lowed him   with  a   sparkle  of  pleasure    and 
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triumph  ;  she  had  placed  the  book  there,  and 
like  a  fowler  who  sees  a  bird  nearing  his  trap, 
she  watched  him  anxiously.  He  leant  over 
the  table,  and  opening  the  leaves  mechanically, 
seemed  lost  in  thought,  which  to  judge  by  the 
contraction  of  his  expansive  brow,  and  the 
falling  of  the  eye-lid,  was,  at  times  both  painful 
and  humiliating.  At  last  he  sat  down  on  the 
small  ottoman  that  had  been  cleverly  placed, 
only  to  afford  room  for  two.  Emma  cast  a 
look  on  her  father,  who  slept  soundly,  then  a 
glance  towards  Ada  and  Lucy,  whose  backs 
were  turned,  and  who,  from  where  they  stood, 
could  scarce  see  the  interior  of  the  recess. 
Closing  the  novel,  she  glided  timidly  towards 
him ;  and  in  a  low  voice  of  peculiar  sweetness, 
unheard,  save  by  himself,  she  said — 

^*  Are  you  seeking  comfort  from  the  album, 
for  the  victory  papa  has  gained  over  you  ?" 

His  confusion,  slight  as  it  was,  encouraged 
Emma  to  proceed. 
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*'  Pray  sit  down,  I  did  not  wish  to  disturb 
yeur  meditations,  there  is  room  for  two  persons 
if  they  are  not  very  quarrelsome.'* 

He  resumed  his  seat  by  her  side  with  a 
mournful  smile. 

Emma  now  thought  it  would  be  easy  to 
carry  on  a  conversation,  but  to  her  surprise  she 
could  not  think  of  any  subject  to  introduce. 
Captain  Leslie  was  in  the  same  predicament 
for  a  few  seconds,  at  last  said — 

**  May  not  Colonel  Dawson  think  that  we 
are  encroaching  on  his  good  nature  by  keeping 
him  up  so  late ;  he  told  me  that  ten  was  his 
usual  hour  for  retiring." 

"  If  my  first  attempts  to  become  my  father's 
representative,  Captain  Leslie,  are  so  unfortu- 
nate as  to  incline  you  to  retire,  I  can  only  re- 
gret my  inability  to  act  the  host,  and  must  try 
to  recollect  you  have  had  a  hard  day's  riding." 
His  dark  eyes  were  raised  with  a  sorrowful 
expression,  as,  w4th  a  sigh,  he  said — 
M  5. 
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''You  judge  me  harshly  ;  painful  reflections, 
which  for  ever  force  themselves  on  me,  make 
me  appear  unworthy  of  your  kindness,  but — 
but — for  my  own  sake — are  you  certain  Colo- 
nel Da\N  son  will  not  be  angry  at  being  kept 
up?" 

''No,"  replied  Emma,  w^ith  a  returning 
smile,  "a  spoiled  child  can  always  manage  an 
over  indulgent  father,  and  make  him  consent 
to  any  fancy  which  pleases  his  daughter.  Fear- 
ful her  words  might  convey  more  than  was 
meant,  she  quickly  added,  "  in  such  trifles  as 
being  kept  up  a  few  hours  later." 

They  sat  side  by  side  turning  over  the 
illustrations  in  silence,  at  last  coming  to  one 
on  which  Leslie  fixed  his  eyes  attentively. 
After  examining  it  for  some  time  he  was 
turning  over  the  leaf  when  Emma  said — 

"  The  more  one  looks  at  it  the  stronger  the 
resemblance  becomes." 

"  Whose  likeness  is  it  supposed  to  be  ?" 
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"  Miss  Gordon's  ;  the  nun's  veil  was 
jestingly  thrown  over  her  by  Miss  Talbot, 
whilst  I  took  the  portrait." 

This  answer  made  him  examine  the  picture 
still  more  attentively. 

^^  You  are  perhaps  an  admirer  of  hers,"  said 
Emma,  colouring  visibly. 

^^  I  admire  Miss  Gordon,  as  all  must  do  who 
look  on  such  beauty  and  womanly  elegance, 
but  to  me,  she  recalls  harrowing  recollections." 

Emma  grew  restless,  then  added,  "  perhaps 
the  likeness  recalls  some  lady,  whose  features 
have  made  an  indelible  impression,  and 
who — " 

The  first  part  of  her  remark  he  did  not  heed, 
but  the  unfinished  sentence  made  him  raise  his 
expressive  eyes  to  herself,  as  he  almost  whis- 
pered— 

*^  Those  features  lead  my  thoughts  back  to 
byegone  days,  when — " 

^'  When  of  course  you  were  happy  in  so 
beautiful  a  girl's  society." 
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A  sad  shake  of  the  head,  followed  by  a 
tremor,  as  if  the  remark  had  strained  the  heart- 
strings, and  caused  them  to  vibrato  painfully, 
was  his  only  reply. 

Emma  became  more  curious ;  a  feeling  she 
could  not  understand  was  urging  her  to  put 
fresh  questions  ;  her  features  were  anxious,  as 
she  looked  on  his  averted  face  to  see  the  effect 
of  her  coming  remark. 

"Perhaps  some  lady  to  whom  you  were 
bound  by  ties  of  affection." 

"  No,"  he  replied  sorrowfully. 

Emma,  momentarily  relieved,  apologized  for 
so  far  forgetting  herself  as  to  have  put  such  a 
question  ;  after  a  long  silence,  she  said — 

''  I  thought  there  was  a  strange  resemblance 
between  you  and — and — Miss  Gordon  ;  I  mean 
for  persons  between  whom  there  exists  no  re- 
lationship." 

The  blood  flashed  to  his  face  like  liquid  fire, 
till  his  very  forehead  glov/ed  with  burning 
pain.     Eis  dark  pupil  reeled  in  its  socket,  as 
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if  her  words  had  pierced  the  brain  ;  he  leant  his 
head,  with  a  groan,  on  both  hands,  to  conceal 
this  emotion,  then  after  it  had  passed  away  a 
little,  he  again  turned  over  the  illustrations 
with  unconscious  rapidity. 

Emma  was  much  moved  and  deeply  touched, 
she  noted  all  his  movements  with  indefinable 
interest,  at  last  breaking  the  silence  by  timidly 
saying — 

''  I  hope  that  in  my  anxiety  to  while  away 
the  time,  I  have — not  unconsciously — touched 
on  a  subject  of — of  pain." 

Inadvertently  opening  the  same  page  again, 
he  turned  from  it  with  a  feeling  of  distress, 
answering — 

"  You  were  not  the  cause — I — I  mean  what 
you  said  was  not  the  cause  of  my  momentary 
suffering — the  likeness  recalls  a  deed  done  by 
one  who  robbed  me  of  a  mother — oh  !  speak  not 
to  me  for  a  few  moments — " 

So  deeply  absorbed  was  Leslie  in  grief,  that 
he  did  not  feci  Emma's  trembling  hand  timidly 
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laid  on  his  arm.  Eousing  himself  at  last,  he 
looked  up ;  her  beautiful  eyes  were  bent  on 
him  in  sympathy. 

**  Have  I  made  you  unhappy  ?"  she  asked 
softly, 

^^ISTo." 

Emma  looked  wistfully  at  his  face,  and  was 
just  repeating  her  query,  when  the  Colonel 
awoke.  Finding  himself,  as  he  believedj  alone 
in  the  room,  and  the  fire  quite  low,  he  said 
aloud — 

^'  Well,  every  one  gone,"  rubbing  his  lids, 
and  looking  at  the  pendule,  '^  what  !  on  the 
stroke  of  three.  1  think  Emma  might  have 
awakened  me,  even  if  she  forgot  to  wish  me 
good  night." 

Miss  Dawson  started,  glanced  towards  the 
window  :  it  was  untenanted. 

^'  What  a  shame,"  she  whispered,  "  for  them 
to  leave  without  saying  a  word,  i  did  not 
think — that^ — Eiicy — well,  no  matter,"  smiling 
on  Leslie   in  her  most  winning  manner,  the 


TALEOT    HALL.  255 

spoiled  girl  held  up  her  finger  to  sign  him 
silence ;  then  sliding  to  her  father's  side  (for 
she  was  in  a  loving  mood)  kissed  him  affec- 
tionately, playfully  saying — 

"Who  went  to  sleep,  and  forgot  his  guests, 
till  they  all  grew  tired  waiting  for  him  to 
awake  ;  very  pretty  to  leave  a  young  lady," 
pointing  to  the  recess,  "  to  entertain  the  only 
person  who  was  too  polite  to  depart,  whilst  his 
host  slumbered — I  shall  have  this  against  you, 
dearest  papa,  for  a  standing  joke — Captain  Leslie 
is  there." 

The  old  Colonel  did  not  notice  that  she 
trembled,  nor  that  the  tear  which  had  been 
gathering  had  fallen  on  his  own  cheek ;  he 
pressed  her  to  his  breast,  patted  her  head 
fondly,  leant  on  her  arm,  apologizing  to  Leslie, 
and,  shaking  his  hand  warmly,  bade  him  touch 
the  tell  whenever  he  felt  inclined  to  retire ; 
then  turning  to  his  daughter,  who  seemed  in 
no  anxiety  to  shorten  the  interview,  he  said, 
with  a  sleepy  smile — 

'^  Come,  dear,  bid  Captain  Leslie  good  night," 
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pushing  her  before  him  affectionately,  he  called 
out,  "  right  shoulders  forward,  love — march." 

Emma  held  out  her  hand ;  and  for  a  long 
while  after  she  had  laid  her  head  on  the  pillow, 
she  thought  Leslie  had  gently  pressed  her 
fingers— what,  if  he  had  ?  only,  that  the  un- 
certainty made  her  restless. 

We  must  go  back  to  Talbot  Hall,  where  at 
ten  o'clock  the  master  of  hounds  paced  his 
long  drawing-room  restlessly,  sometimes  speak- 
ing to  himself,  loud  enough  to  be  overheard. 

*^  Tom  Darcy,''  he  would  say,  *^  what  could 
you  be  dreaming  of  to  shoot  your  beautiful 
horse,  it  has  confirmed  your  aunt  in  her  worst 
fears  ;  what  could  I  say  in  your  defence,  why, 
your  father,  in  his  maddest  mood,  never  com- 
mitted a  more  insane  act." 

He  continued  to  stride  to  and  fro,  ocoa- 
sionally  giving  vent  to  broken  sentences. 

^^  Where  can  my  wife  be  all  the  evening — 
mother  Abbess  again,  no  doubt — something  has 
occurred,  about  which  she  is  keeping  me  in  the 
dark — perhaps  it  is  best" — suddenly  turning  to 
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Mr.  Butterworth,  who  sat  gloomily  pondering, 
he  asked,  "  of  what  are  you  thinking?" 

Thus  questioned,  he  replied — 

**  I  was  recalling   the  features  of  the   lady 

who,  at  B Square,  entrusted  Hervey,  to 

my  care  as  a  child ;  each  time  I  look  on  Mrs. 
Talbot  (hesitatingly)  the  more  does  she  re- 
semble  " 

The  sentence  was  interrupted  by  the  pri- 
viliged  old  attendant,  who  announced,  in  an 
ominous  tone,  as  he  handed  in  a  note — 

'^  The  bearer  is  muffled  to  the  eyes,  and  not 
a  bit  of  his  name  will  he  give — its  bad  signs  of 
breeding  when  one  is  ashamed  to  own  to  their 
Christian,  leave-alone  surname;  he  is  waiting — 
but  that  he  speaks  like  an  Irishman,  I'd  take 
him  to  be  a  bom  American  by  his  dress." 

Mr.  Talbot  opened  the  slip  of  paper  on  which 
were  pencilled  only  two  or  three  lines,  and 
read  them  eagerly,  then  handing  it  to  Mr. 
Butterworth,  he  said — 

^'  You  must  go,  I   cannot,   dare  not,  as  a 
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magistrate,  be  present.       Darcy   might  have 
kuown  that  much  of  the  law,  if  he  was  in  his 

right  senses " 

**  Promises  to  pour  down  rain  before  long, 
glory  be  to  God  who  orders  all  things,"  re- 
marked Greig. 

Mr.  Talbot  whispered  a  few  words  to  his 
guest,  and  asked,  as  Mr.  Butterworth  drew  on 
his  cloak — 

'^  Are  you  prepared  to  bury  the  dead?" 
The  clergyman  bowed  his  pale  face,  and  en*- 
trusting  himself  fearlessly  to  the  guidance  of  a 
ta  1,  powerful  man,  whose  features  he  could  not 
see,  plashed  on  through  the  wet  bye-lanes, 
without  a  word  passing  between  them  till  they 
reached  the  little  church-yard.  Here,  his 
guide  paused,  and  gave  a  low  whistle,  which 
was  answered  by  a  young  man.  similarly  dis- 
guised, and  who  came  forward,  saying — 

*'  Two  gentlemen  are  waiting — all  is  ready." 

By  the  side  of  a  newly- dug  grave,  from  the 

bottom  of  which  a  lantern  shot  up  its  light, 
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stood  a  coffin,  on  which  Hervey  sat,  whilst 
close  by,  and  his  shirt  sleeves  turned  up,  leant 
Darcy  on  the  spade,  with  which  he  had  assisted 
to  deepen  the  hole.  The  tale  is  shortly  told. 
Old  Frank  Young  had  not  been  three  days  on 
board  the  emigrant  ship  when  he  began  to 
yearn  to  revisit  his  home  with  that  longing  so 
common  among  the  poorer  Irish — foul  winds 
kept  the  vessel  in  the  Channel,  and  at  last 
forced  her  to  come  to  anchor.  The  whole  of 
his  self-banished  family  knew  what  ailed  the 
old  man,  though  he  tried  to  bear  up  and  look 
cheerful ;  he  promised  if  they  put  him  ashore, 
and  God  spared  him,  he  would  follow  by  the 
next  ship,  after  seeing  "  tho  old  place  again." 

James  would  not  forsake  him,  he  returned  to 
the  shore  in  a  pilot  boat,  but  before  they 
reached  the  pier,  he  felt  that  his  father  had 
taken  his  last  farewell  of  his  children — it  had 
been  a  heart-rending  sight  to  see  them  cling 
to  their  enfeebled  parent. 

'^  Jimmy,"    he    said,    in   a   hollow,    broken 
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voice,  ^^  I  am  dying,  my  heart  is  breaking  to 
lay  alongside  them  dead  children.  I  am  afraid," 
taking  his  son's  hands,  and  raising  his  heavy 
eye,  from  which  a  lambent  ray  streamed, 
'^  that  it  is  not  God's  will  that  I  should  live  to 
see  the  old  place;  but,  Jimmy,  honey — you 
know  my  heart's  wishes." 

Without  another  word,  old  Frank  fell  back 
into  the  son's  arms,  his  head  rested  on  James's 
breast ;  the  winds  lifted  the  silvery  hair  from 
off  his  white  face,  they  played  over  his  lips  so 
softly  that  no  one  could  tell  whether  it  was  the 
air  or  the  old  man  that  had  sighed — the  men 
hung  on  their  oars,  and  listened,  then  one  of 
them  said,  in  a  husky  whisper — 

"  Give  way." 

After  James  had  told  his  tale,  Mr.  Butter- 
worth  walked  about  to  recover  his  voice,  Ilervey 
and  Darcy,  too,  were  much  moved ;  never  was 
a  funeral  service  read  in  so  broken  and  earnest 
a  tone. 

Each  around  that  grave  wrung  James's  hand 
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in  token  of  sympathy  ;  they  could  not  read  his 
features,  for  they  were  disguised,  lest  the 
police  might  come  on  him.  The  coffin  had 
been  taken  openly  to  within  ten  miles,  where 
it  was  hid  in  a  cart  with  straw,  and  brought  on 
in  the  night,  James  knowing  that  if  he  was 
caught,  transportation  would  be  his  fate. 

It  was  hard  to  say  if  a  tear  fell  on  the 
grave,  for  it  was  pouring  rain,  and  if  he 
sighed,  the  howl  of  the  wind  drowned  the 
sound  ;  but  whilst  he  lay  on  the  newly-raised 
mound,  they  could  hear  his  solemn  yow  clear 
above  the  rising  tempest. 

^'  With  God's  will  I  will  be  revenged  on 
the  Agent  ;  and  then  I  will  join  them  in 
America." 

Eising  to  his  feet,  and  approaching  Hervey, 
he  said — 

*^  Heaven  visits  us  all  with  trouble;  you 
seem  in  great  sorrow  and  distress,  too,  sir ;  I 
will  think  of  your  kindness  this  night  gentle- 
men— poor  old  man  !    it  is  little  he  thought 
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when  you  were  brought  wounded  into  our 
house,  that  in  return  for  his  nursing,  you 
would  be  standing  now,  at  this  hour,  by  the 
side  of  his  grave ;  if  I  can  ever  do  anything 
for  you  — ''  then  in  a  broken  voice  which  was 
gradually  giving  way — ''  I  can  do  nothing  for 
you  unless  one  thing — I  hear  0' Shane  has 
got — if  I  had  only  known  it,  this  very 
night—" 

^'  Did    you    see    him  ?"     asked    Hervey, 
eagerly. 

^^  Yes ;    but   it   was   only   afterwards   that 
I  learnt  how  anxious  you — " 

*^  I  would  give  any  sum  to  obtain  them  ;  but 
not  at  the  cost  of  blood." 

^'  Doyle's  blood  is  the  only  blood  that  can 
satisfy  me." 

Mr.  Butterworth  and  Hervey  spoke  low  and 
earnestly  ;  James  only  replied — 

^^  I  will  take  no  unfair  advantage  of  him,  I 
swear  it !" 

"  Here,"  said  he  drawing  a  scrap  from  his 
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pocket,  "  if  I  sought  his  death,  read  that,  but 
1  scorn  such  a  proposal." 

Hervey  and  Mr.  Butterworth  opened  the 
crumpled  scrap ;  on  it  was  written  in  a  dis- 
guised hand — 

^'  Put  the  gold  guinea  into  the  box  over  the 
widow's  door,  and  vou  will  be  saved  all 
trouble ;  and  the  divil  will  get  his  own. 

''  (Signed)  Captain  Eock." 

A  shudder  came  over  them  as  they  read  the 
cold  and  diabolical  contents. 

*^  Can  you  guess,"  asked  Hervey,  ^^from 
whence  it  comes  ?" 

*^  Yes,  from ;  hush  !  I  hear  the  police; 

it  is  them,  I  am  lost." 

*^  Don't  move,"  said  Hervey,  "  if  you  run, 
all  chance  is  over." 

Kennedy  raised  his  dark  lantern  to  their 
faces,  and  seeing  Mr.  Butterworth,  Hervey, 
and  Darcy,  was  at  a  loss  how  to  account 
for  their  being  there  at  such  an  unseasonable 
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hour  and  on  such  a  wet  night,  for  they  had 
moved  from  the  grave. 

'^  Have  you  seen  0' Shane  ! "  asked  Hervey 
at  the  moment  the  young  officer  raised  his 
lantern  to  James's  face,  *^  because  I  saw 
him." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Kennedy,  as  if  ashamed  of 
the  confession,  "  but  I  believe  he  must  be 
in  league  with  the  evil  spirit  to  escape  as 
he  does  ;"  apart  to  Hervey,  "  who  is  that — a 
stranger?" 

"  A  person  who  has  lately  returned  from 
the  sea,  and  knows  Darcy." 

^*  Darcy  has  odd  friends — I  saw  him  very 
friendly  with  that  poor  Joe,  who,  strange  to 
say,  is  now  frequently  with  0' Shane ;  I  saw 
them  crossing  the  deep  bogs  at  the  back  of 
Dannelly's  cabin,  but  when  we  tried  to  follow, 
every  man  of  us  was  immersed  up  to  his 
waist,  and  Berrigan  very  nearly  suJ0Pocated ; 
0' Shane  managed,  as  usual,  to  escape ;  it  was 
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shortly  after  this  that  one  of  my  outposts  gave 
the  alarm  that  two  figures  had  been  seen  going 
towards  the  church-yard,  this  accounts  for  our 
being  here." 

*'  If  you  should  capture  him,  may  I  ask  one 
great  favor,"  said  Hervey,  leading  him  aside ; 
^^  promise,  that  if  you  find  papers  on  him  to 
preserve  them  for  me — unread." 

"  Sir  Henry  Gale  has  already  made  the 
same  request— but — as  I  made  no  promise,  it 
is  still  in  my  power  to — " 

^'  To  grant  my  earnest  entreaty." 

They  pressed  each  other's  hands,  and  when 
Mr.  Butterworth  and  Darcy  called  out  to 
Hervey,  both  he  and  Kennedy,  as  well  as 
James  Young,  had  disappeared  in  different 
directions ;  they  could  only  hear  the  tramp  of 
the  police  dying  away  on  the  wind  as  they 
receded. 

Hervey    stood    in    deep    meditation ;    one 
moment  believing   that   Lucy  had   loved  him, 
the  very  next  trying  to  persuade  himself  that 
VOL.  II.  N 
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she  had  never  shown  him  any  marked  pre- 
ference ;  he  would  hastily  decide  that  her 
coldness  to  Gale  was  only  put  on  to  deceive 
him,  and  that,  as  he  had  seen  on  this  night, 
(when  he  expected  her  to  be  thinking  of  his 
absence)  they  were  on  terms  of  whispering 
intimacy. 

So  far  is  love  and  jealousy  absorbing  above 
all  other  feelings,  that  for  the  time  he  forgot 
the  certificate  on  which  hung  all  his  future 
prospects  ;  nor  was  it  till  he  saw  day  beginning 
to  dawn,  that  he  could  tear  himself  from  the 
spot  where  he  had  prayed  in  his  heart  to  learn 
to  forget  the  girl  he  had  so  loved.  Drenched 
to  the  skin,  he  thought  of  where  to  bend  his 
steps ;  to  return  to  Talbot  Hall  was  out  of 
the  question ;  to  go  to  Darcy's — a  moment's 
consideration  as  he  splashed  along  the  wet 
meadows  made  him  reject  this  thought.  His 
heart  warmed  to  Leslie,  but  then  Gale  resided 
in  the  same  hotel ;  in  this  frame  of  mind  he 
was   coming   to   the   conclusion  that   it   were 
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better  he  left  the  country  at  once ;  but  from 
this  he  shrank  as  from  an  act  of  ingratitude. 
What  would  the  Talbots  and  Mr.  Buttsrworth 
think  of  him  ?  ^'  I  do  not  care,"  he  repeated 
aloud  several  times,  ^'  what  their  daughter 
thinks." 

Father  Tracey  was  his  last  resource  ;  thither 
he  bent  his  dragging  feet,  and  raising  the 
latch,  which  was  seldom  fastened,  he  entered 
the  little  hall  unannounced,  and  throwing  him- 
self upon  an  oaken  bench,  intended  for  people 
waiting  for  spiritual  advice,  lay  thinking  how 
to  act,  when  he  perceived  by  the  light  of 
a  small  lamp  that  a  piece  of  paper  was  so 
attached  to  it,  that  it  was  impossible  not  to 
see  it  was  placed  there  to  attract  attention. 
He  immediately  stretched  his  arm,  and  found 
out  by  the  address  that  it  was  for  himself,  and 
ran  thus — 

"  I  guessed  that  you  would  return  here,  my 
dear  friend,  and  acted  accordingly ;  go  into  the 
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parlour,  there  is  a  fire  in  it,  supper  for  a 
hungry  man,  and  dry  clothes — your  bed  is 
made  and  aired  in  the  room  overhead — don't 
disturb  me  to-night,  for  to-morrow  I  have  a 
long  ride  to  see  poor  Hugh.  Joe  may  have 
taken  the  papers  there,  which  are  occasioning 
such  uneasiness ;  at  any  rate,  through  O'Neil, 
I  may  succeed  in  getting  them.  I  pray  the 
Holy  Father  for  you,  trust  in  Him,  place  your 
confidence  in  His  mercy,  and  you  will  find  that 
my  prophecy  of  'all  will  yet  be  right'  comes 
true." 

To  this  was  attached  his  two  initials. 

After  Hervey  had  read  these  few  lines  over 
several  times,  a  hope  sprang  up  in  his  bosom, 
he  leant  back  on  the  oaken  bench,  and  whilst 
he  slept,  dreamt  Lucy  smiled  on  him,  and 
whispered  that  she  hated  Sir  Henry  Gale. 

Mr.  Butterworth,  on  leaving  the  Church- 
yard, without  getting  any  explanation  from 
Hervey,  (as  to  his  absence,)  had  gone  to  Now- 
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lan's,  having  heard  that  he  had  seen  and  even 
read  parts  of  the  lost  papers.  But  the  cabin 
was  untenanted — Nowlan  was  not  there. 

Darcy,  on  returning  home,  retired  to  his 
room,  but  had  not  been  asleep  more  than  half- 
an-hour,  when  he  dreamt  that  Annie  Talbot 
had  risen  from  the  grave,  and  standing  before 
him  in  a  shroud,  whispered,  that  if  he  went  to 
the  tree,  where  his  father  had  been  murdered, 
he  would  there  meet  the  assassin.  Starting 
from  his  pillow,  without  considering  that  the 
scene  he  had  been  present  at  naturally  caused 
his  dream,  he  looked  around  the  room,  which 
was  lighted  by  a  small  camphin@  lamp,  his 
eyes  grew  painfully  brilliant,  his  lips  gradually 
became  compressed  and  bloodless,  his  face 
deadly  white  and  unsettled.  Dressing  hur- 
riedly, he  threw  on  a  cloak,  loaded  a  brace  of 
pistols,  holding  them  close  to  the  lamp,  regard- 
less of  all  danger,  slouched  his  hat,  and  amidst 
the  deluging  rain,  bent  his  footsteps  towards 
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the  narrow  path  leading  through  the  planta- 
tion to  the  ruins  of  Darcy  Hall. 

When  he  came  within  a  few  yards  of  the 
tree,  w^hich  was  but  a  short  distance  from  the 
path,  he  paused,  grasped  a  pistol  in  each  hand, 
and  listened  attentively,  but  so  wild  was  the 
night,  he  could  hear  nothing  save  the  crashing 
branches,  the  wind  howling,  and  the  rain  beat- 
ing against  the  hollow  oak,  whose  cankered 
heart  was  so  eaten  away,  that  a  man  could 
conceal  himself  in  it  and  not  be  seen.  ilt 
a  few  yards'  distance,  a  faint  glimpse  of 
moonlight  broke  out,  and  gleamed  on  the  wet 
grass,  as  Darcy  stood  leaning  against  the  back 
of  the  tree,  whose  roots  had  risen  to  the  sur- 
face to  fatten  on  the  human  blood  spilt  on  that 
fatal  spot ;  they  lay  under  his  feet  like 
enormous,  overgorged  snakes.  Suddenly  he 
started,  bounded  from  the  ground,  as  if  he  had 
been  bitten  by  a  serpent,  and  flashing  his  eyes 
in  fierce  expectation,  he  sprang  to  one  side, 
and  listened  with  breathless  anxiety. 
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A  groan  smote  on  his  ear,  and  so  close,  that 
it  appeared  to  rise  from  beneath  his  feet. 

The  noise  occasioned  by  his  spring  caused  a 
crawling  form  to  emerge  from  the  hollow, 
whilst  Darcy's  back  was  still  turned.  The  un- 
derwood at  a  little  distance  moved ;  by  the 
dim  and  fitful  glimpses  of  moonlight  he  saw 
a  dark,  creeping  form  forcing  its  way  through 
the  briars ;  but  before  he  could  approach  near 
enough  to  make  out  the  object,  all  was  again 
darkness. 

He  examined  every  bush  and  fence,  but  to 
no  purpose,  and  was  again  returning  into  the 
wood,  when  some  strange  thought  struck  him, 
and  he  went  on  to  Nowlan's. 

It  was  not  until  after  he  had  knocked  several 
times,  and  vowed  he  would  burst  in  the  door, 
if  not  instantly  admitted,  that  Nowlan,  panting 
from  fear,  and  recent  exertion,  reluctantly 
opened  it. 

Darcy  instantly  commanded  him  to  blow  the 
expiring  turf  to  give  light. 


272  TALBOT   HALL. 

The  order  was  so  doggedly  obeyed,  that 
Tom,  seeing  a  few  shavings  in  the  corner, 
threw  them  on  ;  they  instantly  blazed  up,  and 
lighted  the  interior  of  the  cabin.  Darcy's  eye 
was  flashing  on  Nowlan's  livid  face,  which  was 
bent  almost  to  the  hearth  to  conceal  his  agita- 
tion, whilst  he  asked,  with  feigned  anger  and 
indignation— 

"What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this,  Mr. 
Darcy  ?  disturbing  a  poor  man  at  this  dead 
hour  of  the  night." 

"  Where  were  you  not  ten  minutes  ago  ?" 

As  Darcy  spoke,  he  collared  Nowlan 
fiercely. 

"  Don't  choke  me— for  mercy—  oh  !  mur- 
der !" 

"  Who  murdered  my  father  ?  speak  !  or  I 
will  strangle  you !" 

Nowlan  made  a  gesture  of  entreaty,  and 
signing  for  his  windpipe  to  be  released, 
pointed  to  his  blackening  face,  from  which  the 
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tongue  protruded — then,  -with  a  groan,  ejacu- 
lated— 

"  Dennis  O'Shane." 

"  Swear  it !» 

Nowlan  did  as  he  was  bid — then  staggering 
on  to  the  side  of  his  pallet,  sat  with  his  eyes 
vacantly  fixed,  whilst  the  look  of  terror,  which 
had  spread  over  his  darkened  features,  gradu- 
ally gave  way,  as  he  recovered  from  Darcy's 
terrific  gripe. 

"  Where  were  you  when  he  fired  ?" 

"  I — I  was  in  my  bed." 

*^  How  came  you  to  know  it  was  he  who 
committed  the  murder  ?" 

'^  Be — because  I — I  saw  him  hid  that  blessed 
evening  in  that  same  hollow  tree.'' 

^^  Was  it  with  a  pistol  or  a  gun  that  he  shot 
him  ?" 

"Not  a  know  I  know  in  the  regard  to 
that." 

"  Have  you  ever  seen  0' Shane  at  that  tree 
since  ?" 
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•'  Yes,  only  two  nights  ago,  when  I  was 
coming  through  the  wood,  and  just  as  I 
came  close  to  the  spot — I  heard  a  groan,  and 
was  hurrying  past,  like  for  my  life,  when,  who 
did  I  sec  standing  in  it,  but  Dennis  0' Shane. 
I  know  no  more,  so  it  is  no  use  askiug  me — I 
wont  tell  a  lie.'* 

Darcy  seemed  again  on  the  eve  of  throttling 
him,  when  Nowlan  said — 

*^  You  will  find  him  there  this  same  minute, 
for  I  dreamed  he  was  sleeping  in  the  hollow  of 
the  old  oak.'* 

Whatever  were  Darcy's  thoughts,  he  fixed 
on  iSIowlan  a  look  that  made  his  heart  quake; 
banging  the  door  fiercely  after  him,  he  was 
soon  in  the  plantation  once  more. 

For  full  an  hour  after,  Nowlan  sat  straining 
his  starting  eyes,  as  if  on  some  indistinct  form 
that  stood  before  liim,  his  whole  fiame  shook. 
Unable  longer  to  endure  the  torture  of  uncer- 
tainty, he  staggered  to  his  feet,  stretched  forth 
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his  trembling  hands,  reeled  towards  the  spot 
on  which  his  aching  stare  had  been  ri vetted, 
then  muttered,  with  a  groan — 

''  It  is  all  fancy — I  saw  him  buried — it  is 
a  terrible  feeling." 

He  had  just  seated  himself  in  the  corner  of 
the  hearth,  and  stirred  up  the  turf,  fearful  of 
again  being  in  the  dark,  when  Darcy,  with  his 
face  flushed,  his  eyes  sparkling,  rushed  into  the 
cabin,  (for  Nowlan  had  not  thought  of  bolting 
the  door,)  and  pointing  both  pistols  at  his  head, 
called  out,  with  a  wild  laugh — 

^'  Do  you  see  him,  there  !  he  is  following 
me,  and  driving  me  on  to  spill  your  blood ! 
ha,  ha,  ha  1  do  you  hear  his  voice  ?" 

^'  He  is  terrible  like  to  his  father,"  in- 
wardly mumbled  Nowlan,  crouching  to  Darcy's 
feet,  and  clasping  his  knees  imploringly. 

Darcy  stood  over  the  grovelling  coward, 
and  with  his  foot  on  his  neck,  remained  motion- 
less pointing  towards  the  door. 


276  TALBOT    HALL. 

Nowlan's  blood- shot  eyes  were  strained  in 
the  direction,  though  he  saw  no  vestige  or 
shadow  of  life,  he  groaned  aloud,  as  Tom 
rushed  from  the  cabin,  fiercely  exclaiming — 

*^  I  will  yet  discover  my  father's  murderer  ! 
and  by  my  hand  he  shall  die  1" 
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CHAPTEE  X. 


*^  Mr.  Daecy,"  said  Ada,  addressing  Lucy,  as 
they  returned  to  Talbot  Hall  on  the  morning 
following  the  evening  spent  at  Golden  Fort, 
^*  must  have  had  a  dreadful  wet  night;  he  left 
very  abruptly.  I  am  becoming  more  accus- 
tomed to  his  ways,  and  do  not  now  think  so 
much  of  his  strange  moods." 

Lucy,  who  was  too  much  taken  up  with  her 
own  thoughts,  instead  of  attending  to  Ada's 
remarks,  was  looking  out  of  the  carriage  win- 
dow, to  see  if  she  could  read  on  the  passers' 
faces  any  intelligence  about  her  lover. 

On  reaching  home,  she  looked  enquiringly 
into  the  old  butler's  mysterious  countenance ; 
but  dared  not  ask  the  question  which  hung  on 
her  lips. 
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The  privileged  attendant,  after  welcoming 
his  young  mistress,  shook  his  head  and  spoke 
as  much  to  himself  as  to  Lucy. 

^'  Some  bad  evil  is  laying  hid  in  the  family, 
it  will  out  sooner  or  later — that  fine,  brave 
gentleman,  Mr.  Hervey,  has  certain  sure  met 
with  a  bad  end,  for  not  a  sign  of  him  have  we 
seen  since  the  race-day,  and  as  for  the  mistress, 
she  is  taking  on  in  a  queer  way.  ^'  Lor  !  save 
us,  sure  you  are  ill." 

Lucy  turned  pale,  and  would  have  sank  into 
one  of  the  hall  chairs,  had  she  not  seen  Mrs. 
Talbot  coanng  towards  her,  when,  making  an 
effort,  she  threw  herself  into  her  mother's  arms, 
and  sobbed  aloud. 

Sume  hours  later  the  priest  called  to  see  2vlr. 
Talbot,  but  as  the  Squire  was  from  home,  he 
asked  lor  Mrs.  Talbot. 

Lucy  overhearing  Father  Tracey  mention 
Hervey's  name,  managed  to  nieet  him  in  a 
lonely-  part  of  the  road  as  if  by  accident. 

*'  Mr.    Tracey,"  she  began,    colouring   and 
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turning  away  her  face  so  as  to  conceal  the 
blush,  *^  I  wanted  to  see  you." 

^^  Well,  I  am  proud  that  we  have  met,"  re- 
plied the  priest,  extending  his  hand,  and 
smiling  good-naturedly  ;  "  what  can  I  do  to  be 
of  service  to  you,  eh,  Miss  Lucy  ?  You  need 
not  mind  speaking  out  to  an  old  man,  who  has 
known  you  from  the  height  of  a  wax -candle, 
when  your  eyes  used  to  shine  just  as  brightly 
while  coaxing  me  to  put  you  up  on  my  horse ; 
now,  you  little  Heathen,  speak  out,  although 
you  are  a  Protestant  you  may  trust  me  without 
making  confession." 

The  more  Lucy  reflected  on  what  to  say,  and 
how  to  begin,  the  greater  did  the  diificlty 
appear. 

^'  Perhaps,"  sai  i  the  priest,  after  a  long 
silence,  "yuu  have  thought  better,  and  will 
not  consult  me.  I  must  be  jogging  on  to  the 
station,  it  is  a  long  way  off  to  the  mountains, 
and  this  old  garron  is  not  like  Mameluke,  eh  ! 
What  a  fly  he  took  the  last  heat — listen,  I  will 
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confess  to  you,  I  was  hid  in  a  cart  of  hay  close 
to  the  brook ;  but  never  tell  again.  Now,  if 
you  will  not  confide  in  me  after  that,  I  must 
wish  you  good  bye — look  at  the  sun  where  it 
is — good  bye '* 

"  But  Mr.  Tracey." 

*^Well.» 

Lucy  hesitated,  hung  her  head,  and  could 
not  find  words  to  proceed. 

"  Come,  let  me  speak  for  you ;  you  want  to 
know  something  about  Mr.  Hervey,  and  no 
wonder  either,  a  finer  young  man  I  nexev  saw. 
There  is  no  use  trying  to  hide  your  secret  from 
a  father  confessor." 

"  But  I  am  a  Protestant,  and  was  not  going 
to  confess." 

*'  None  the  worse  for  that." 

"  1  always  wish  to  hear  about  papa's  visitors, 
particularly  when " 

'^  Particularly,"  said  the  priest,  interrupting 
her,  ^'  when  they  are  supposed  to  be  in 
trouble." 
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^'  Is  he  ill  ?"  asked  she,  without  raising  her 
tell-tale  face. 

^^I  will  tell  you  another  day — he  will  be 
glad  to  hear  you  inquired  for  him." 

^^  As  papa's  guest,"  replied  Lucy,  bridling 
up,  and  looking  at  Father  Tracey  in  a  manner 
which  made  him  remark  to  himself  as  he  rode 
away — 

"  On  my  salvation,  I  could  not  swear  that 
she  was  in  love  with  him — I  mean  heart  and 
soul — only  for  that  last  look ;  but — women  and 
men  too  are  not  to  be  judged  by  their  counte- 
nances, except  such  honest-hearted  fellows  as 
Butterworth." 

When  Lucy  found  herself  alone,  she  stood 
listening  to  the  monotonous  jog-trot  of  the 
priest's  horse  till  the  sound  died  away,  then, 
without  any  motive  for  which  she  could  give 
to  herself  a  satisfactory  answer,  walked  on  to 
Mrs.  Potts'  cottage.  Little  Flora  came  out  to 
say  her  aunt  wished  to  speak  a  few  words  to 
her. 
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"  What  is  it  about,"  asked  Lucy,  drawing  a 
long  breath. 

The  child  shook  her  head,  .said  she  did  not 
know,  then  added  timidly — 

"  Perhaps  about  Mr.  Hervey" 

Lucy's  heart  palpitated  as  the  prying  woman, 
still  adjusting  her  dress,  came  to  the  door, 
and  with  a  tragical  curtsey  and  face,  on  which 
were  blended  mystery,  fear,  and  importance, 
said — 

"  Please  be  seated,  miss."  After  a  thought- 
ful frown  had  gathered  on  her  forehead,  she 
resumed,  in  a  formal  voice  full  of  significance, 
*' Flora,  leave  the  room!"  Then,  looking  at 
Lucy's  face  to  see  the  effect  produced  by  her 
mysterious  manner,  she  went  on,  ^'  Poor  Mr. 
Hervey !  he  has  not  been  heard  of  since — " 
She  paused  after  this  declaration  in  hopes  of 
being  questioned,  but  as  Lucy  remained  silent 
she  resumed,  "  Well !  you  don't  care  to  know, 
but  of  course  you  have  heard  about •     Don't 
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get  so  pale ;  nothing  can  be  hid  from  the 
celestial    powers ;    I    tell    you  there   is   some 

dreadful don?t  tremble  ;  it  is  no  use  ;  you 

are  innocent ;  but  I  repeat,  there  is  a  hidden 
secret  in  your  family  which  is  bursting  to  come 
forth,  and  which  will  come  forth,  something 
awful.     Don't  be  afraid,  or  I  will  not  go  on." 

'^  Oh  !  don't  talk  in  that  way ;"  interrupted 
Lucy,  in  a  low,  inquiring  tone,  .tremulous  with 
fear,  anxiety,  and  modesty,  ^Svhere  did  you 
see  Mr.  Hervey  last  ?" 

*^  Going  to  revel  among  the  crumbling  dead  in 
the  vaults."  After  a  pause  she  resumed,  ''  And 
who  do  you  think  ?  the  hypocrite  I  Talk  to  me 
about  Eoman  Jatholic  priests  indeed^  and  confes- 
sions in  nunneries — Oh !  you  may  stare — he  was 
there  !  they  are  all  sinners  alike  1"  drawing 
breath,  "  You  know  all  about  the  marriage  wills 
that  Sir  Henry  Gale  lost  at  the  race  ?  No ! 
why  everybody  does.  Mr.  Xowlan's  hut  is 
always  filled  with  people  asking  him  questions 
about  what  was  in  them,  for  he  read  some  of 
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it,  and  says  it  is  about  a  Lord  Gordon  ;  and 
there  is  a  report  about — but  people  are  so 
wicked,  and  invent  such  shameful  stories — 
about — Mr.  Hervey  being — Flora,  quick  ! — 
Lor  bless  me !  the  salvalenta  salts !  she  is 
departing  to  her  forefathers — oh  dear !  dear 
me,"  wringing  her  hands,  "  what  did  I  say  ? 
nothing  to  frighten  her.  I  shall  be  branded  as 
a  murderess,  and  hunted  like  0' Shane — quick 
— burnt  feathers,  Flory — rouse  up.  Miss  ;  Mr. 
Hervey  is  a  gentleman — I  always  said  so — yes, 
I  always  prophecied — " 

Lucy  slowly  recovered  ;  she  was  one  of  those 
delicate  flowers  which  droop  beneath  the  lightest 
breath  of  air  if  it  be  tainted  with  the  slightest 
blight. 

When  Lucy  rallied  sufficiently  to  get  into  the 
open  air,  she  raised  her  white  face,  as  a  bud  in 
the  evening  breeze  lifts  its  head  after  drooping 
all  day  under  a  scorching  sun  ;  she  then  sought 
with  her  eyes  to  gain  the  information  she 
dared  not  trust  her  lips  to  ask. 
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"  I  understand  you,"  said  Mrs.  Potts,  down 
whose  cheeks  tears  were  streaming,  ^'  but — 
you  must  not  be  agitated  any  more  to-day — my 
own  heart  is  weeping  inward  blood  to  see  you 
take  on  so.  No,  no — it  is  no  use  turniDg  your 
gazelle  eyes  on  me  to  say  more — I  never  will — 
there  !  You  are  finely  now — please  let  go  my 
hand — it  is  all  in  a  tremor  of  fright — it  is  no 
use  perplexing  me — ask  Sister  Agnes — she 
knows  all  about  Mr.  Hervey — she  knows  all 
his  secrets.'' 

The  colour  suddenly  returned  to  Lucy's  face  ; 
she  drew  herself  up,  and  left  the  cottage. 
They  watched  her  graceful  form  gliding  along 
the  road ;  her  step  became  firmer,  and  at  last 
haughty. 

When  Lucy  reached  Talbot  Hall,  her  first 
intention  was  to  worm  out  some  information 
about  Sister  Agnes,  to  whom  she  purposed  pay- 
ing a  visit  on  the  plea  of  getting  some  embroi- 
dery worked.  On  entering  the  drawing-room 
she  found  Ada  and  her  mother  in  earnest  con- 
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versation ;  they  did  not  perceive  that  Lucy 
stood  at  the  half-opened  door. 

'*  I  will  not  be  forced  to  confess  my  feelings 
regarding  Mr.  Darcy,"  said  Miss  Gordon, 
proudly,  ^'  to  any  one  else;  but  to  you  I  do  not 
hesitate  to  say  I  think  him  most  gentleman- 
like ;  there  are  times — but  it  is  useless  to  say 
any  more." 

'^  Will  you  go,"  asked  Mrs.  Talbot  anxiously. 

*^I  will  go,"  replied  Ada,  '^  but  I  will  not 
remain  beyond  to-morrow  morning  within  that 
gloomy  abode." 

"It  is  not  gloomy —  What !  Lucy  dear, 
are  you  there  ?  AVhy  did  you  not  speak  ? 
Something  has  annoyed  you.  Have  you  been 
unwell,  love  ?" 

"  Where  is  Ada  going  ?"  asked  Lucy,  blush- 
ing, and  following  with  her  eyes  Miss  Gordon's 
retiring  figure. 

'*To  spend  a  day  with  the  mother  abbess, 
who  is  anxious  to  see  you  too." 
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After  a  moment's  painful  reflection  Lucy, 
looking  at  Mrs.  Talbot,  said — 

"I  am   very  nervous,  and  feel  as   if  some 
calamity  was  hanging  over  me — over — over  all 
of  us ;"  and  laying  her  head  on  her  mother's 
bosom,  she  whispered,   "  if  you  wish  it  I  will 
go;  we   shall   be   together,   and  perhaps    the 
quiet  there  may  allay  my  fears." 
Mrs.  Talbot  kissed  her,  then  said — 
'^  Yes  love,  I  wish  it — go  and  get  ready." 
Shortly  afterwards  the  two  girls  were  on  their 
way  to  the  Superior.     They  spoke  of  things  far 
from  their   thoughts,    frequently   replying    in 
monosyllables,  until  they  reached  the  nunnery 
gate.     Ada  laid  hold  of  the  wicket  bell  chain, 
and  leaning  on  it,  drew  her  breath,  when  the 
deep-toned   sound   feel   on  her   ear;  she  was 
pale,   but  no  other  outward  sign  of  fear  was 
visible  on  her  face  as  she  stood  drawn  to  full 
height. 

Lucy   followed    her   companion   in    silence 
through  the  gate,  whispering — 
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*^  Ada,  let  me  take  your  arm." 
As  they  neared  the  high  wall  which  sur- 
rounded the  building,  and  beyond  which  the 
nuns  of  the  black  veil  never  passed,  both 
paused  to  look  at  the  strong  masonry,  which, 
rising  high,  excluded  all  sight  from  within 
of  the  world  without. 

The  nun  who  admitted  the  ladies  beckoned 
them  to  follow  into  the  receiving-room,  and 
left  them  by  themselves.  A  feeling  of  uneasi- 
ness stole  over  the  girls,  as  they  sat  conversing 
almost  inaudibly. 

*'  It  is  the  Mother  Abbess,"  whispered  Lucy, 
gliding  over  to  the  grating  and  putting  the  tips 
of  her  fingers  through  the  narrow  bars;  the 
Superior  touched  them  kindly. 

Ada  rose,  and  bending  formally,  tried  to 
conceal  the  strange  feelings  which  were  oppres- 
sing her. 

The  Superior  silently  studied  the  proud  girPs 
apparently  calm  features,  till  she  felt  Ada's 
eyes  rested  on  herself,  when  her  lids   closed, 
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and  her  lips  moved,  as  if  she  were  communing 
with  her  own  thoughts  ;  every  muscle  on  her 
thin  face  twitched  beneath  the  white  skin, 
rendered  transparent  by  constant  confinemeat. 
Slight  and  almost  imperceptible  as  were  the 
quiverings,  they  seemed  the  vibration  of  some 
inward  struggle. 

It  was  perhaps  Ada's  haughty  carriage,  that 
made  the  Superior  droop  her  lids  when  she 
stood  close  to  the  grating  and  said — 

^^  I  am  here  by  yours  and  Mrs.  Talbot's 
wish." 

The  Abbess  remained  silent  for  some  time, 
and  when  Ada  again  repeated  the  same  words, 
she  roused  herself  from  the  reverie  into  which 
she  had  fallen. 

*'You  know  the  motive,"  began  the  Su- 
perior, ^'  for  which  you  are  here  ?" 

^^  I  partly  divine." 

^'  Without  your  mother's  consent  it  cannot 
be." 

•^  I    have    no    mother,"     said    Ada,     almost 

VOL.    II.  0 
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abruptly,   '^  to  controul  my  actions,  she  died 
when  I  was  yet  a  child." 

Miss  Gordon's  eyes  were  momentarily  lit 
with  a  solemn  radiance  which  rendered  her 
features  almost  divine. 

The  Superior  grasped  at  the  small  curtain, 
pressed  it  forcibly  between  her  fingers,  as  if  to 
keep  down  some  rising  emotion,  and  whispered — 

^'  She  lives." 

'^  Impossible  !" 

^^  It  is  true,  alas  1  she  was  a  wicked 
woman." 

^^It  is  false  !"  exclaimed  Ada,  her  eyes 
flashing  angrily,  and  the  color  starting  to  her 
face  and  forehead. 

The  very  tone  in  which  she  spoke,  brought 
a  tinge  to  the  nun's  cheek,  who,  drawing  her- 
self up,  said,  with  recovered  calmness,  ^^  you 
are  violent,  and  so  too  was  she." 

Disregarding  the  rebuke,  Ada  continued — 

"  Lady  Gordon  was  my  mother,  and  what 
she  was  I  would  proudly  wish  to  be." 
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^^  Lady  Gordon  was  not  your  mother." 

Ada's  eyes  flashed  again,  but  restraining  her 
anger  she  said,  with  a  curl  of  the  lip — 

^^  Who  then  was?'' 

''  One  who  has  been  within  this  building  for 
years,  and  is  still  within  its  walls." 

'^  Then  let  me  see  her — now  !  this  very 
instant !  lead  me  to  her  !" 

'*  That  cannot  be,  she  is  preparing  for  an 
interview  which  may  prove  the  last  her  failing 
health  may  be  able  to  endure — the  day  is  ap- 
proaching— she  is  under  a  vow  until  that  day 
comes,  and  I  cannot  take  you  to  her;  but  in  her 
behalf  I  am  pleading,  and  ask  you  to  pledge 
your  solemn  promise  to  break  off  your  engage- 
ment with  one,  in  whose  family — " 

*^  Silence  !"  exclaimed  Ada,  fiercely,  whilst 
her  breast  heaved,  and  her  indignant  features 
glowed  with  determined  action.  "  I  will  act 
for  myself." 

The   Superior,   glancing  at    the  self-willed 
girl's  face,    quailed  beneath   her   stern   gaze ; 
0  3 
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leaning  against  the  partition,  she  said,  in  a 
tone  of  prayer,  "  may  God  turn  your  heart 
from  this  act,  one  which  will  entail  a  life  of 
misery  on  yourself,  and  break  your  wretched 
mother's  heart." 

*^  I  will  see  her,  I  will  fold  her  to  my  heart, 
and  drag  from  her  the  consent  which — stay  !" 

The  Superior  had  vanished,  the  small  blind 
was  drawn. 

The  two  girls  left  alone,  remained  silently 
staring  in  each  other's  faces,  as  if  to  convince 
themseves  the  scene  was  a  reality.  Ada's  dark 
eye  wandered  around  the  apartment,  whilst 
l^ucy's  dove-like  pupil  rested  on  her  companion 
with  timid  confidence. 

It  was  about  eight  o'clock  when  the  priest 
and  Hervey  proceeded  to  Nowlan's.  The  wily 
scoundrel  disclaimed  further  knowledge  of 
O'Shane's  movements,  indignantly  asking  if 
they  thought  he  kept  company  with  a  mur- 
derer. Leaving  his  cabin,  they  moved  cau- 
tiously along  the  lane,  until  they  came  to  a 
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plantation  skirting  the  high  road,  from  whence 
some  one,  followed  by  a  dog,  emerged. 

"  Joe  !"  exclaimed  the  priest,  "  I  want 
you." 

The  boy  who  had  been  watching  them 
came  forward  fearlessly,  and  crossing  himself, 
stood  vacantly  looking  in  their  faces. 

"  Speak  the  truth,"  said  the  priest,  in  a 
deep,  warning  voice,  whilst  he  fixed  on  the 
boy  a  penetrating  look,  "  you  know  if  you  tell 
^  lie,  where  you  will  go." 

"  Joe  knows,"  pointing  to  the  ground,  "  but 
Joe  never  did  the  like  ;  old  ]S*owlan  tells  lies." 

"  And  Dennis  O'Shane,"  said  Hervey,  look- 
ing into  the  boy's  calm  face. 

The  priest  pinched  his  companion's  arm  to 
sign  him  to  be  silent,  and  began  afresh. 

"  So  you  gave  the  hare  to  the  daddy,  like  a 
good  brave  boy." 

"  Yes,  she  was  a  great  hare,"  replied  Joe, 
his  face  brightening  as  the  conversation  turned 
to  the  only  subject  he  could  talk  rationally  on. 
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"  yes,  she  doubled  like  mad,  it  was  great  di- 
version." 

^'  Was  it  you  or  the  old  dog  who  killed  her  ?" 

"  Pilot  doubled  her  till  she  was  dead  beat," 
keeping  up  his  hound's  character,  ^'  and  only 
she  was  a  fairy  hare,  and  tumbled  him  over,  he 
griped  her  fair." 

^^ Pilot  caught  her?" 

*'  Denny  is  the  boy  is  able  for  the  fairies." 

'*  Does  Denny  tell  lies  ?" 

*^  Pilot  does  some  times,  not  often,"  meaning 
false  tongue,  when  the  grass  is  very  "  dry,  sure 
he  will  go  to  the  bad  place." 

'^  Denny  is  a  great  fellow  for  hunting,  it  is 
them  papers  that  he  shakes  the  fairies  with." 

**  Yes,"  replied  Joe,  laughing  in  his  wild 
way,  "it  is  the  papers  that  is  too  much  for  the 
fairies." 

*^  Where  does  Denny  sleep  ?" 

The  fool  scratched  his  head,  and  looking 
simply  at  the  priest,  said — 

"  Sure  Denny  has  no  bed." 

Pather  Tracey  again  pressed  Hervey^s  arm, 
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for  he  saw  that  in  his  eagerness  to  gain 
information  about  the  murderer,  he  would  spoil 
all. 

*^  Does  he  charm  the  hares  with  the  papers  ?" 
resumed  the  priest. 

The  boy  looked  uncertain,  then  said — 

'^  Denny  is  the  boy." 

"  In  the  old  hut  he  keeps  them  ?" 

"  ISTo." 

**  He  hides  them  in  a  cranny  in  the  nunnery 
walls  ?" 

"  No,  in  the  lining  of  his  freize." 

*^  Where  are  you  going  to  meet  him  to- 
night ?' 

Without  a  shade  of  distrust,  Joe  looked  from 
one  to  the  other,  then  said — 

**  Denny  made  me  promise,  and  I  said  the 
say,  not  to  tell  of  him ;  I  know  where  I  will 
go  if  I  tell  lies.'* 

The  priest  was  staggered  for  a  moment. 

"  You  are  going  to  the  nunnery  ruins,"  he 
said,  recovering  himself. 

**  Sure  there's  no  hares  there ;  the  Mother 
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Abbess  wouldn't  hear  to  us  hunting  there."  He 
added,  *^  Only  Denny  that  is  not  afraid  of  her, 
he  is  too  much  for  her  with  the  papers ;  she  is 
not  able  to  stand  before  him." 

Crossing  himself  with  humble  solemnity,  he 
whistled  to  his  hound,  bounded  away  into  the 
plantation,  and  vanished  into  its  dark  shades. 

"  Not  the  least  use,"  said  the  priest,  holding 
Hervey  back. 

^^Then  whatami  todo?" 

Father  Tracey  was  puzzled ;  and  before  he 
could  lay  out  any  plan,  his  young  companion, 
leaping  the  fence,  was  on  Joe's  track. 

**  Joe,"  called  out  Hervey,  making  out  his 
course  by  the  wild  shouts  of  encouragement 
with  which  he  urged  his  hound  on  to  hunt ; 
^'  here,  wait  for  me,  I  will  go  with  you  and 
look  for  hares." 

**  No  ;  Denny  will  not  come  if  he  sees  you 
there." 

''  Where  is  he  ?" 

"Is  it  where  he  is  ?    "Whisper,  gone  to  the 
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widdow  Brennan's ;  I  must  not  tell  lies,  but 
that  is  the  truth." 

Instantly  Hervey  made  up  his  mind  to  go 
there ;  and,  without  returning  to  the  priest,  he 
hurried  away.  When  within  a  hundred  yards 
of  her  cabin,  the  moon  broke  out,  and  shining 
full  on  it  showed  him  a  man  stepping  from  the 
door,  his  face  covered  with  crape.  The  person 
stole  cautiously  along  the  shaded  gable,  and  as 
he  came  on  pulled  from  his  breast  a  piece  of 
paper,  which  he  crushed  with  fearful  violence 
between  his  fingers.  On  nearing  the  fence, 
behind  which  Hervey  had  concealed  himself, 
the  man  placed  his  hand  to  his  temples,  and 
reeling  forward  fell  on  his  face,  as  if  the  violence 
of  his  mental  agony  had  laid  him  prostrate. 

Hervey  approached  cautiously  ;  finding  him 
in  a  fit,  he  untied  his  coarse  neck-kerchief,  to 
give  free  air  to  his  chest ;  and  raised  him  to  a 
sitting  posture. 

As  the  man  recovered,  he  muttered — 

*'  Murder  !  black,  cold-blooded  murder  !'' 
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"  Wfiere  ?"  ejaculated  Hervey. 

"  In  my  hand,"  answered  the  man  ;  staring 
unconsciously  at  him. 

After  a  slight  struggle  (for  he  was  still  too 
weak  to  resist,  and  only  did  so  mechanically), 
Ilervey  held  the  scrap ;  finding  that  he  was 
fast  coming  to  his  senses,  he  thrust  it  into  his 
own  pocket,  and  hurried  away,  without  seeing 
his  face. 

Not  long  afterwards  he  was  in  the  priest's 
little  room,  examining  the  contents.  A  coffin 
rudely  sketched,  with  these  lines,  was  all  it 
contained — 

*'  Put  the  gould  sovereign  in  the  round  howle 
over  her  dore,  and  the  black  wolf  will  make 
small  bones  of  the  agint,  and  take  the  job  off 
your  hands. — Captain  Eock." 

The  priest,  after  eyeing  it  a  good  while, 
said — 

^'  I  have  seen  the  writing  before ;  and, 
although  it  is  disguised,  it  is  written  by  the 
same  person  as  the  one  to  James  Young,  which 
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Mr.  Batter  worth  showed  me.  Could  the  person 
you  saw  be  James  Young  ?^' 

"  I  cannot  say,  his  face  was  concealed  by 
crape  ;  the  figure  was  like." 

'^  Eevenge  will  lead  a  man  a  long  way,"  said 
the  priest,  witli  a  sigh.  ^'  At  any  rate"  he  re- 
sumed, ^^I  may  as  well  warn  Doyle." 

The  Agent  had  already  received  two  or  three 
threatening  notices  to  quit  the  country,  or  get 
his  coffin  ready  ;  and  was  consequently  gather- 
ing all  the  rents,  in  hopes  of  making  off  to 
America  with  them. 

Hervey,  who  had  heard  Lucy  was  in  the 
nunnery,  was  in  that  restless  mood  when  an 
energetic  mind  must  bo  active.  Starting  at 
once  to  the  convent,  he  remained  a  long  time 
watching  the  light  which  was  moving  about 
and  casting  its  reflection  on  the  top  of  the  wall 
at  an  unusually  late  hour — at  nine  the  nuns  re- 
tired to  their  rooms  ;  on  this  night  it  was  near 
ten  before  all  within  that  building  see  died 
buried  in  repose  and  darkness 
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Turning  away,  with  a  heavy  heart,  Hervey 
listened  to  the  rats  scampering  over  the  coffins  ; 
and  shortlj  after  he  entered  the  vaults  to  renew 
his  search. 

A  footstep  Ti eared ;  he  held  his  breath,  ex- 
pecting to  see  the  black  wolf's  tall  form.  In- 
stead of  which  a  small  figure  came  to  the 
entrance,  paused  to  listen  and  make  sure  no 
human  being  stirred  within,  groped  her  way, 
and  gave  a  peculiar  knock  at  a  small  door. 

He  could  hear  her  heart  beat,  as  she  struck 
it  more  impatiently  a  second  time,  when  the 
bolt  shot  and  the  rays  of  a  lamp,  lield  by  the 
person  opening  it,  fell  faintly  on  Sister  Agnes' 
pale  face ;  at  the  saaie  time  reflecting  on  the 
Mother  Abbess  who,  raising  her  arm,  stretched 
the  lam.p  towards  the  coffins,  among  which  she 
looked,  for  a  moment  or  two,  searchingly. 
Suddenly  she  started,  the  light  showed  a  man 
watching  them  ;  letting  fail  the  lantern,  she 
leant  heavily  on  Sister  Agnrs. 

Without    any     definitive    motive,    Hervey 
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sprang  to  the  iron  door,  and  just  as  he  reached 
the  threshold,  it  swung  against  him  with  such 
violence,  that  he  reeled  to  one  side.  Finding 
after  it  had  closed  that  he  was  in  an  under- 
ground passage  which  communicated  with  the 
interior  of  the  nunnery,  he  followed,  guided 
by  the  sound  of  the  nua's  footsteps.  With 
his  whole  soul  absorbed  in  the  hope  of  disco- 
vering or  hearing  something  vrhich  might 
unravel  his  mysterious  birth,  he  went  on  until 
he  reached  a  flight  of  stone  steps  leading  to  a 
landing,  where  streaks  of  dim  light  crept  from 
beneath  the  door.  He  listened  attentively, 
certain  they  had  taken  that  course  ;  ail  was 
hushed  ;  moving  the  lock  almost  imperceptibly, 
he  slowly  introduced  his  head.  A  small  iron 
lamp  burned  in  a  recess  of  the  wall,  giving 
only  sufficient  light  to  render  objects  dis- 
cernible. The  place  in  which  ho  stood  was 
lofty  and  arched,  and  required  but  one  glance 
to  tell  it  was  the  nunnery  chapel. 

Taking  the  lamp  in  his  hand,  he  neared  the 
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opposite  door,  opened  it  noiselessly ;  holding 
the  light  over  his  head,  he  waited  till  its  rays 
travelled  down  the  long  dark  passage  before 
him.  On  either  side  was  a  row  of  doors  by 
which  he  judged  this  part  of  the  nunnery 
contained  the  sleeping  cells.  Placing  the  lamp 
back  in  its  place,  he  moved  noiselessly  along 
the  passage  without  well  knowing  for  what 
purpose  ;  suddenly  hearing  the  sound  of  low 
voices,  accompanied  by  footsteps,  he  retreated 
to  an  apartment  where  the  door  stood  ajar ; 
here  a  small  lamp,  with  a  glass  globe,  shed 
a  subdued  light  on  the  room ;  the  articles  of 
furniture  were  good  and  costly,  but  of  hues 
so  sombre,  that  they  cast  a  mournful  shade 
aroviiid,  and  filled  his  breast  with  a  painful 
presentiment. 

Against  the  wall  hung  a  large  oil-painting 
of  a  very  handsome  man.  It  was  so  strikingly 
like  a  miniature  he  had  had  from  childhood, 
that  he  drew  it  from  his  breast  and  compared 
the  two,  until  he  became  satisfied  that  both 
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were  done  for  the  same  person.  He  then 
recollected  that  Lucy  had  said  at  the  ball 
something  about  a  beautiful  picture  which  had 
hung,  when  she  was  a  child,  at  Talbot  Hall ; 
but  had  of  late  years  been  removed ;  he  thought, 
too,  of  the  remark  she  had  made,  ^'  It  was  very 
like  you,  Mr.  Hervey." 

Turning  the  frame  so  as  to  let  the  light  fall 
full  on  the  features  ;  he  stood  scanning  each 
trait,  when  fresh  footsteps  startled  him ;  he 
had  nearly  thrown  down  the  picture  in  his 
agitation,  but  hastily  replacing  it,  he 
concealed  himself  behind  the  curtains,  his 
heart  beating  so  violently,  that  he  feared  the 
Abbess  and  Sister  Agnes,  who  then  entered, 
must  overhear  the  strong  pulsation. 

'*  Surely,"  said  the  former  drawing  back 
with  alarm,  ^'  that  painting  moved  ;  see,  it  is 
hanging  on  one  side — how  strange  !" 

^'  You  must  have  fancied  so,"  remarked 
Sister  Agnes,  in  her  low,  subdued  voice. 

*'  Were  I  superstitious,  I  confess  that  the 
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circumstance — "but  now  it  strikes  me,  perhaps 
Ada  Gordon  has  been  here ;  could  she  have 
left  her  room  ?  she  is  without  fear,  and  would 
dare  move  about  in  the  dead  of  night.  I 
tremble  before  that  noble  girPs  stern  gaze. 
Did  you  note  her  searching  glance  ?  She 
must  have  seen  me  quail." 

"  I  never  can  look  on  her  beautiful  face," 
said  the  younger  nun,  "  without  finding  her 
dark  eyes  questioning  mine,  and  she  remains  so 
calm  all  the  time ;  she  asked  me  the  other  day 
if  I  knew  who  Captain  Leslie  was?" 

'^  What  answered  you?" 

^'  I  hung  my  head,  and  on  the  plea  of 
feeling  ill  left  her — it  was  true,  for  my  heart 
failed,  and  I  felt  faint." 

Both  were  silent  for  a  moment  or  tv>o, 
when  the  Superior  said  w^ith  a  sigh — 

"  Did  you  ever  see  two  men  so  like  him, 
the  one  dark,  the  other  fair.  Surely  I  heard 
a  long-drawn  breath— was  it,  could  it  be 
fancy  ?" 
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"  Your  meeting  with  Ada  has  unnerved  you  ; 
I  thought  that  even  then  it  moved.'' 

The  Superior  started  to  her  feet  with  a  look 
of  fear,  and  the  nun  uttering  a  low  cry,  lean* 
back  on  the  sofa,  both  staring  on  the  ground, 
to  which  the  painting  had  fallen. 

**  There  is  nothing  supernatural  in  this,'' 
said  the  Abbess,  struggling  to  conceal  her 
alarm,"  I  never  but  once  in  my  life  yielded  to 
presentiment,  and  then,  alas  !"  she  pressed  her 
forehead. 

*^  Do  not  yield  to  painful  recollections," 
said  the  nun  ;  "if  any  one  has  cause  to  mur- 
mur at  their  fate,  I  am  that  unhappy  being  : 
no  woman  living  ever  loved  as  I  loved,  and, 
spite  of  all,  I  love  him  still — last  night — do 
not  try  to  persuade  me  that  he  is  totally  un- 
worthy of  my  afiPection,  remorse  is  beginning 
to  prey  on  his  mind — I  saw  his  face  by  moon- 
light, and  who  can  read  it  like  her  he  sacri- 
ficed?" 
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*^  Did  he  tell  you  your  marriage  was  il- 
legal ?" 

''  Yes." 

Sister  Agnes  sobbed  painfully  for  some  time. 

*^  I  have  not  the  heart  to  break  to  Lucy," 
said  the  Abbess,  after  the  long  pause,  ^*  that 
the  mother  of  him  she  loves  has  to  answer  for 
the  death  of  Leslie's  mother." 

'^  riusb  !  do  not  speak  of  that  sad  event." 

"  No,  I  must  avoid  all  agitation  before  meet- 
ing Ada  and  Lucy  again." 

The  Superior  paced  the  apartment  in  hasty 
strides.     Suddenly  she  paused,  and  asked — 

'^  What  inducement  could  be  held  out  to 
make  that  fierce  man,  O'Shane,  deliver  to  us 
those  two  certificates  ?"  .  - 

Sister  Agnes  raised  her  white  face,  down 
which  tears  streaiijed,  looked  anxiously  at  the 
Abbess's  agitated  countenance,  and  buried  her 
head  between  both  palms,  murmuring— 

''  Poor  children  I" 
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"  How  can  that  burial  certificate  injure 
Hervey  ?' 

''  It  annuls  the  second  marriage." 

^*  What !"  exclaimed  the  Superior,  straining 
the  nun's  wrist  in  her  agitation.  ^'  Can  it  be 
that  a  document  exists  which  will  prove  that 
Hervey — alas  !  I  fear  that  Sir  Henry  Gale 
knows  more  than  I  was  aware  of — for  on  that 
fatal  night  I  found  myself  in  his  arms  on  re- 
covering— and  close  by  us  stood  the  ill-fated 
woman's  nurse.  My  God,  what  fearful  retri- 
bution !" 

^'Is  it  not  strange  that  Captain  Leslie  has 
taken  no  legal  steps  ?"  abruptly  asked  the  Ab- 
bess, after  a  long  silence. 

**  I  remember,  some  years  ago,  seeing  him 
and  Captain  Leslie  reading  over  some  docu- 
ment together ;  both  were  much  excited  ;  but 
whatever  he  wished  Captain  Leslie  to  do,  he 
resolutely  refused." 

'^  I  fear  the  certificate  in  O'Shane's  posses- 
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sion  will  prove  that  Captain  Leslie  is  the  right- 
ful  heir — the  Lord's  will  be  done." 

With  a  groan,  the  Abbess  turned  to  the 
door. 

"  In  half-an-hour,"  she  said,  leaving  the 
room,  meet  me  in  the  chapel." 

When  she  was  gone,  Sister  Agnes,  after 
yielding  to  another  gush  of  grief,  went  to  Ada 
and  Lucy,  who  were  anx'ously  awaiting  her 
return. 

The  moment  she  left,  Hervey  returned  to  the 
chapel,  now  more  eager  than  ever  to  discover 
further. 

Placing  himself  in  such  a  position  as  to  be 
able  to  see  any  one  coming  in,  without  being 
visible  to  them,  he  waited,  vrith  feverish 
anxiety. 

At  last  the  door  opened  slowly. 

The  Mother  Abbess  spoke  so  low  to  Sister 
Agnes,  that  Hervey  could  only  catch  odd 
words,  which  were,  however,  sufficient  to  rouse 
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his  curiosity  to  the  utmost  pitch,  as  his  own 
name  and  Lucy's  were  introduced,  and  so,  too, 
were  Sir  Henry  Gale's  and  Leslie's,  and,  he 
thought,  Ada's  and  Darcy's. 

^'Tell  them,"  at  last,  said  the  Superior, 
"  that  I  await  them  here.  Stay  one  moment 
until  I  overcome  every  vestige  of  emotion  or 
weakness.  ISTow — go — I  have  nerved  my- 
self." 

Shortly  afterwards,  the  nun  returned,  fol- 
lowed by  Ada,  w^ho,  with  Lucy  leaning  on  her 
arm,  was  proudly  struggling  to  appear  calm  ; 
her  dark  eyes  ran  round  the  chapel,  in  eager 
enquiry  ;  at  last,  fearing  she  had  been  be- 
trayed, she  said — 

^*  Do  you  seek  to  gain  your  point  by  detain- 
ing me  against  my  will  in  the  nunnery  ?  w^hat 
am  I  brought  here  for  ?  I  am  a  Protestant !  if 
my  mother  is  within  these  walls,  lead  me  to 
her ;  but  if  it  is  a  snare  to  entomb  me  here — 
away  from  the  world — "  she  paused,  fixed  her 
brilliant  eyes  almost  fiercely  on  the  Superior, 
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and  added,  in  a  voice  of  prophetic  energy — 
^'Heaven  will  avenge  such  treachery — "  check- 
ing herself  she  sank  on  her  knees,  and  in 
tones  deep  and  powerful,  resumed — "  On  my 
mother's  bosom  will  I  lay  my  head  until  she 
bids  me  raise  it  and  be  happy  ;  if  there  is  a 
spark  of  womanly  sympathy  within  your  breast, 
I  implore  you  to  take  me  at  once  to  that  long 
lost  mother — I  know  there  is  some  painful 
mystery  attached  to  her  ;  but  say  not  that  she 
was  wicked." 

^'The  tiiLe  is  not  far  removed,"  replied  the 
Superior,  when  you  will  meet  her — her,  the 
most  wretched  of  women — stained  with — " 

The  Abbess  was  unable  to  proceed,  for  Ada, 
springing  to  her  feet,  placed  her  hand  on  the 
Superior's  lips  ;  drawing  back  a  pace,  she  held 
her  breath,  and,  with  her  eyes  flashing  like  a 
young  lioness,  cried,  with  a  burst  of  indigna- 
tion— 

"  It  is  false  !  my  mother  is  dead  —harm  not 
her  spirit  by  vile  insinuations." 
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^^  She  is  within  these  walls,  as  Heaven  is  my 
judge." 

The  Superior,  as  she  spoke,  leant  heavily  on 
Lucy,  who  had  sunk  on  her  knees  in  front  of 
the  altar,  and  was  now  clinging  terrified  to  the 
rails, 

The  younger  nun,  quite  overpowered,  bent 
her  meek  face,  and  tried  to  condense  her  emo- 
tion into  gasping  sighs.  But  Ada's  energetic 
nature  was  again  roused ;  she  stood  looking  on 
them  as  if  untouched  by  the  distress  around 
her  ;  no  vestige  of  a  tear  dimmed  her  firm  and 
expressive  eye ;  she  raised  her  clasped  hands, 
and  after  praying  mentally,  turned  to  the  Ab- 
bess, who,  by  a  great  efi'ort,  had  again  re- 
covered herself. 

"  If  the  day  is  not  yet  come,"  said  Ada,  de- 
terminedly, ^'  for  me  to  see  my  mother,  seek  to 
get  no  promises  from  me — I  will  make  no 
vows — I  swear  it.  Now  allow  us  to  depart 
before  that  poor  girl's  reason  is  scared  away 


312  TALBOT    HALL. 

by  this  dreadful  night's—.     Lucy  love,  speak 

to  me  !  answer  !" 

The  Superior  appeared  stunned  ;  she  raised 

her   arms,    as    if  to    fold    some    object,    then 

sank  again  with   a  deep  sigh  by  Lucy's  side. 

Ada  lifted  her  timid  companion,  and  holding 

the  frightened  girl  to  her  heart,  tried  to  whisper 

comfort. 

^*  Oh,  take  me  home,"  murmured  Lucy, 
cowering  in  Ada's  arms,  "  this  dull  gloom — 
such  another  scene  will  kill  me — what  was 
that?"  Ada  too  started  ;  the  mother  Abbess 
was  staring  with  terrified  eyes  on  Hervey's 
shadow\  Ada  towered  to  full  height,  and 
pressing  Lucy  tighter,  curled  her  lip  in  angry 
derision,  saying — 

^'  Be  not  afraid  love,  it  is  some  trickery  to 
alarm  us ;  but  mine  is  not  a  nature  to  fear 
supernatural  appearances,  however  well  the 
acting  may  be  got  up  ;  instantly  lead  us  hence, 
or — "  thus  speaking,  Ada  with  extraordinary 
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presence  of  mind  grasped  the  vesper  bell-rope, 
"  or  I  will  peal  until  the  country  around  re- 
echoes the  treachery  within  these  walls." 

The  Abbess  threw  herself  at  Ada's  knees, 
and  implored  her  not  to  be  so  rash,  all  the 
time  straining  her  eyes  on  the  spot  from 
whence  the  shadow  had  vanished.  She  was 
quite  overcome. 

Lucy,  disengaging  herself  from  Ada's  arms, 
tried,  more  by  looks  than  words,  to  recall  the 
superior's  wandering  thoughts. 

Ada  was  softening  again  ;  she  laid  her  hand 
gently  on.  the  kneeling  woman's  wrist,  who 
leaning  forward,  fell  heavily  on  the  altar  rails. 
The  nun  motioned  the  two  girls  to  assist  her  ; 
Ada  stepped  forward,  and  waving  Lucy  aside, 
roused  the  motionless  woman  with  sister  Agnes' 
aid ;  and  signing  her  to  lead  the  way,  she 
staggered  along  beneath  her  senseless  burden. 

As  they  left  the  chapel,  Hervey  raised  his 
head  to  look  on  that  unaccountable  woman; 
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even  Lucy  for  the  moment  was  forgotten,  until 
he  saw  her  timidly  look  back. 

As  the  nun  closed  the  door,  he  sank  back 
sick  at  heart,  doubting  whether  all  he  had 
heard  was  fancy  or  reality.  Eising  up  suddenly, 
in  a  state  of  agony  bordering  on  madness, 
when  he  reflected  where  he  was,  and  what 
Gale  had  told  him,  he  thought  of  rushing  after 
them  ;  but  at  the  moment  when  he  had  come 
to  this  resolution,  the  bolt  was  drawn  from 
without,  and  he  foun,d  himself  a  jD^'i^^^^i^r 
with  no  egress  but  the  subterranean  passage. 
Some  time  he  sat  to  recover  his  strength, 
(for  a  faintness  had  stolen  over  him)  then 
moved  towards  the  door  by  which  he  had 
entered  the  chapel ;  there,  with  his  breast  full 
of  tumultuous  thoughts,  he  paused,  descended 
the  stone  flight,  and  succeeded  in  finding  the 
iron  gate ;  but  no  effort  to  discover  the  spring 
was  of  the  least  avail.  All  attempts  to  open 
it  had   proved  fruitless,   and    he  was   turning 
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away  in  despair,  when  a  small  iron  nut  caught 
his  linger ;  suddenly  the  bolt  sprung  back. 
Like  one  resuscitated  from  a  tomb,  he  made 
for  the  open  air,  and  stood  under  its  reviving 
influence  to  relieve  the  sense  of  suffocation 
within  his  breast. 

Turning  his  footsteps  towards  the  nunnery, 
he  looked  long  and  wistfully  to  see  if  a  light 
would  shine.  All  was  still — nothing  presented 
itself  to  his  aching  sight  but  a  dark  wall. 
With  a  bitter  sigh  he  hastened  away  to  scale 
the  nunnery  gate  before  day  dawned.  Care- 
fully as  he  took  every  by-path,  he  was  met 
and  challenged  by  the  police  ;  yet,  with  all 
their  unceasing  vigiknce,  the  black  wolf  was 
still  wandering  at  large  with  every  man  tread- 
ing on  the  halter  vrhich  was  around  his  neck. 
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